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PART L-WINTER 



I 



A TRIO 



With four sturdy horses and a caliche not 
too heavily freighted, the ten -miles' drive, 
even in January, seemed a bagatelle. True 
that the Pyrenean valley to be traversed was 
white with snow, and that the curling road 
showed many a drift ; cold and lifeless to- 
day, as glittering peaks, the level landscape 
below. Over this remote little world 
brooded death - like calm, only the thunder 
of mountain stream amid bowlders and pine 
stumps breaking the stillness. Veiled for a 
brief interval was the unimaginably bright 
picture of a week before, freshest green then 
clothing the winding reaches; above, hang- 
ing midway between heaven and earth, little 
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crofts and pastures of emerald brilliance and 
loveliness. 

It did not take very long to stow away 
cloak-bags and lunch-baskets — ^trunks and 
portmanteaus were to follow by carrier as 
soon as the snow melted — ^yet to an observ- 
ant eye that brief interval might open wide 
fields of speculation concerning two of the 
travellers. 

The man, although evidently twice as old 
as his companion, was still middle-aged — had 
perhaps only just passed his fortieth year. 
He wore that premature look of age impart- 
ed by bodily suffering and something akin to 
deformity and dwarfdom, yet hardly to be 
so called. No accident in childhood, but 
innate misshapenness, was probably account- 
able for the quite apparent yet by no means 
shocking curve of the shoulders and arrested 
growth of the lower limbs. These inherent 
defects and ruggedness of feature were more 
than counterbalanced by nobility of expres- 
sion — a nobility striking, conspicuous, impos- 
sible to pass by. 
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But most noteworthy about this counte- 
nance — ^unhandsome, yet at times how beau- 
tiful ! — was its fixity and strange look of 
aloofness from actualities. 

The sereneness of the brow and the com- 
posure of the lips indicated entire intellectual 
supremacy ; nevertheless fanatic or visionary 
hardly seemed farther removed from the 
world of fact. Just such a look of abstrac- 
tion and stolid indifference is seen in those 
who, yet living, have confronted death, and 
know their days to be numbered. 

The wintry snows around were not more 
contrasted with the radiance underneath than 
the muffled-up figure of the man and his 
slender companion. Youth, even when free 
from coquetry, can never consent to be 
graceless. In her tight-fitting, fur-bordered 
pelisse, velvet bonnet — why bonnet on head 
so youthful ? — and closely drawn veil, through 
which showed small pink ears, the girl was 
fair to look at as in white robe with freslily 
gathered roses in her hair. Winter and its 
lendings had not stolen sprightliness or grace 
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from this impersonation of youth, hope, and 
enthusiasm. If her fellow-traveller, while 
present mentally, seemed far away, she at 
least lived here indeed, was throwing heart 
and soul into the impressions and incidents 
of the moment, revelling in the most trifling 
experience, exulting in a sense of novelty and 
romance. No girlish exuberance of spirits 
betokened naive enjoyment; instead, quiet 
subdued smiles, indicating something deeper. 
Her beauty was of the quiet kind too — noth- 
ing to dazzle or bewilder, rather a vesper 
charm, inconspicuous at first, but once per- 
ceived and realized, not soon forgotten. 

It was evident that, for some reason or 
other, this girl affected maturity. The ma- 
tronly bonnet instead of coquettish head- 
gear of the day, the absence of adornment 
in her dress, above all, the occasionally 
studied demureness of speech and manner, 
showed a desire to appear older than she 
was, thus forestalling the unwelcome chas- 
tening of time. All the spontaneity and 
naive enjoyment of girlhood remained. 



A TRIO II 

The one readily quaif ed the cup of exist- 
ence ; the other moved as a shadow among 
his fellows. He lived still, was not uncheer- 
ful, but seemed to have done with life. 

A third person made up the little party 
bound for the spa in the valley. She be- 
longed to that invaluable army of single 
women without whose ministrations society 
must inevitably go to pieces. Ofttimes 
grudgingly given, their services are of a 
kind with which neither wise nor simple 
can dispense. Maybe trained in no school 
except that of adversity, furnished with no 
diploma except that of fathomless endurance, 
such palmers of modem civilization find a 
welcome by every fireside, and would perhaps 
be more missed than any other section of the 
community. 

Miss Tart — thus appropriately named 
had she come into the world — ^watched the 
preparations for departure with an expres- 
sion of face her patrons knew well. A 
peculiar jerk of the facial muscles and con- 
traction of the lips often did duty for the 
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short, sharp utterances of disapproval or con- 
tempt, her running commentary on daily- 
affairs. 

Painfully rigid in the performance of duty, 
laboriously right-minded, regarding virtue as 
an empty shadow unless turned into self- 
flagellation. Miss Tart enjoyed one note- 
worthy exemption — she got through life 
without the irksomeness of having to praise 
anything. She owned to gradations of evil ; 
in her least pessimistic mood could go on 
farther. 

But certain forms of crabbed or lachrymose 
temper affect others no more than carpets 
and wall-papers of melancholious hue. RoUo 
Rugden, her employer, Eldred Eden, her old 
pupil, accepted Miss Tart cheerfully; she 
had long become as much a matter of routine 
as wet days and twinges of toothache. In- 
valuable qualities atoned for such drawbacks. 

"Eldred, my child," Rugden said, when 
the business of packing was done, **you take 
your seat inside ; I will sit by the driver." 

The man looked around, nodded his head 
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significantly, and hitched his fur collar an 
inch higher. 

"The caleche holds three/* he put in, 
**and we shall have snow on the way; better 
go inside, sir. With the apron up and the 
window down, you will all be as snug as in 
your own parlor." 

Eldred laughed merrily ; Rugden seemed 
to enjoy the joke; Miss Tart's lower lip 
jerked. Nothing irritated her more than a 
humorous way of looking at discomforts. 

" Of course my place is on the box," she 
exclaimed. ** Not that one will- be worse 
off there than inside — that is impossible." 

•* Nonsense," was the master's reply. 
**The carriage is not amiss, and if the 
weather holds fine we risk nothing " 

He was about to put his foot on the step 
when Eldred interfered. 

"There is plenty of room for us all ; and 
see, snowfiakes are falling already. Do not 
expose yourself to the storm," she urged, 
with almost vehement insistence. 

The remonstrance so tenderly uttered had 
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an unusual effect upon her listener. Instead 
of the gratification most men would show 
under the circumstances, this interest of a 
sweet girl who was neither his wife, sister, 
nor kinswoman, seemed positively to distress 
him. The word with which he would fain 
have thanked her died away in a sigh, a look 
of anguish came into his eyes. In silence 
he helped her to her place ; next Miss Tart 
was comfortably ensconced ; lastly, extending 
his elbows to convince them that room re- 
mained for a fourth, he seated himself. The 
leather apron was securely fastened, an um- 
brella opened to keep off stray snowfiakes, 
the word of command was given, and the 
team of four set off at a brisk trot 



II 



FAIRY BELLS 

Snow does not often lie long in this broad 
valley winding river -like between France 
and Spain. Peak and opposite peak, range 
and range, are so wide apart that there is 
ever room for the hot winter sun to have 
full play ; while the mountain-tops remain 
unfrozen all the year round, and huge gla- 
ciers cover accessible platforms in July, the 
dalesf oik often feast their eyes on verdure at 
Christmas. When the storm-rack rends the 
air they fare no better than their neighbors 
of the highlands ; the wind, twisted and 
caught by the sharp projections of rock, 
now confined as in a trap, now let loose as 
from the lifting of a valve, plays sad havoc 
with roads and by-ways. For days, perhaps 
weeks, these little hamlets remain snow- 
bound, the inhabitants of the town in ig- 
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norance of what is passing a few miles 
off. 

It was in perfect good faith, therefore, 
that the driver had set out. The roads must 
be heavy, he knew, for snow had fallen dur- 
ing the night, but even were matters at the 
worst, four good horses could accomplish 
such a journey. 

For a while all went cheerfully enough. 
Miss Tart was apt to become almost sooth- 
ing when discomforts became unbearable. 
As long as things remained so sunshiny that 
fault-finding seemed impossible, she ever put 
on her sourest expression. The perils of 
shipwreck, imprisonment on a desert island, 
skins of beasts for clothing, and wild roots 
for food, might have transformed her into an 
angel. The snow soon smote their faces in 
little stinging spurts, umbrellas were blown 
inside out, her companions grew silent, but 
Miss Tart was provokingly sportive and 
airy. Eldred lost her veil, and the sharp 
gusts came blindingly, Rugden made fruit- 
less efforts to mop up the snow that con- 
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trived to percolate between coat-collar and 
muffler, more than once the leather apron 
was wrenched from its fastenings, at every 
five minutes the wind shifted, necessitating a 
change of tactics, every furlong of the way 
brought them into deeper snow-drifts, the 
horses stumbled, backed, reared, and still 
Miss Tart forgot to be waspish. Whenever 
a catastrophe seemed imminent, she grew 
positively engaging. 

" On my word," growled her employer in 
his dry, sarcastic way, "were I bound for 
the pillory or the stake I should desire no 
more agreeable companion than yourself. 
With a halter round your neck, taper in 
hand, barefooted, in cutty sark, you would 
be adorable." 

"Would either of us be worth the ex- 
pense and fuss of such a ceremony ? " was 
the retort. 

" Nor of the ducking-stool ; eh, La- 
menta ? " 

" rU warrant we women cut a better figure 
than the men who put us there," she replied. 
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Miss Tart's Christian name was Lavinia, 
but Rugden had given her the pet name, so 
he euphemistically styled it, of Lamenta. 
On the whole, she relished the sound — sug- 
gestive, so she once confided to her charge, 
of winds sighing through summer boughs. 

The situation, however uncomfortable, was 
not without its reward. That winter world of 
gray and white had wondrous charm. The 
absolute solitude and lifelessness around, 
the trance-like immobility of the landscape 
partially vailed by falling snow, its unlike- 
ness to familiar scenes, held Rugden spell- 
bound. 

There is indeed an immensity in these 
Pyrenean panoramas, a vastness of horizon, 
not to be imagined. We seem brought 
face to face with the Eternal, the Infinite, 
made denizens of a realm outside the sphere 
of experience and reality. Here, if any- 
where, he mused, could he calmly surrender 
his spirit, feeling that it had already reached 
the confines of mortality, the outermost 
bourne of the tangible and familiar. 
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They had driven for an hour or more, 
when the carriage was brought to a sudden 
standstill. The four valiant horses rested, 
for the very good reason that they could not 
budge an inch. A huge drift of snow 
barred the road, which here wound round a 
mountain-side, the wooded escarpments ris- 
ing before them like walls, to the right and 
left nothing visible but dull, cold whiteness 
— a blank that might well have daunted 
even bolder spirits. 

The driver sprang to his feet, and, ciga- 
rette in mouth, tried to coax his leaders, 
now forward, now backward. In vain \ 
Then he muttered to himself, looked around, 
whistled, sang, shouted. The sounds died 
away unechoed and without meeting re- 
sponse. This snowy region seemed unpeo- 
pled as shore of Arctic Sea. Meantime the 
good man was inwardly blessing his lucky 
stars that he had phlegmatic British charges. 
There, as he afterward recounted, with necks 
craned forward, curiously looking hither and 
thither, sat the monsieur and his two Vacd\fc%, 
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not one of the three uttering a cry, or so 
much as lifting a finger. The monsieur 
might have been watching a steeplechase, 
the young ladies — Miss Tart's hat and fresh 
complexion imparted almost a girlish ap- 
pearance — looked unconcerned as children 
admiring Punchinello. The like of it he 
had never seen. Why, French folks would 
have exhausted the dictionary, the ladies 
fainted twice over, and aroused the villagers 
two miles off by their screams. 

When this state of things had lasted some 
minutes, Rugden did indeed ask coolly : 

" Well, my good fellow, what next ? " 

Lamenta laughed aloud. The piled-up 
discomfort had made her joyous as a bride- 
elect ; her eyes sparkled, her voice became 
quite genial. 

** I am glad that you are enjoying yourself 
so much," Rugden observed, without a 
change of countenance; then, coolly as be- 
fore, he repeated his query. 

"What next indeed, sir? Am I Jonah, 
the prophet who entered the whale's belly, 
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that I can answer such a question? Here 
we are, that is all I know." 

** An Aristotelian, or rather, Kantian con- 
clusion, but which, unfortunately, won't help 
us much. Come, anyhow say something 
more to the purpose. Out with a suggestion 
before I make mine." 

The man lighted another cigarette, talked 
now to this horse, now to that, finally sug- 
gested retreat. Half a mile in the rear, he 
said, was a hamlet, accessible, he felt sure, 
in spite of the snow. He could lead the 
way with his team, and the village folks 
would extricate the caliche later. To turn 
about carriage and team was more than he 
dared venture at this particular spot, the 
road here making a sharp curve, with 
ravines, precipices, and gullies on either side. 
Eldred's eyes brightened. The prospect 
of blazing logs and closely fastened shutters 
enticed far more than further adventure. 
Her face smarted with cold, her limbs were 
painfully cramped ; she felt in no humor for 
her old governess's grim pleasantry ot \v^x 
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guardian's cynical retorts. The day's ex- 
perience began to savor of the uncanny. 

Rugden weighed the proffered advice, the 
driver awaited orders ; on a sudden, he threw 
down his unfinished cigarette, put one hand 
to his ear, and uttered a jubilant cry. 

" Hark ! " he said. ** Do you hear noth- 
ing?" 

The trio strained their ears, but at first 
could only perceive the wind soughing 
through the valley. Rugden soon made a 
sign ; next, Eldred heard what she was bid- 
den to hear, sounds of far-off, fairy-like 
music across the snow ; lastly, Lamenta, 
realizing that deliverance was at hand, reas- 
sumed her funereal look. They were no 
longer abandoned to this blank, blinding 
wilderness. They should be housed before 
nightfall — ^worse luck theirs ! 

Clearer and clearer came those cheerful 
little chimes, bells of muleteer winding down 
the hillside. Now the sound seemed to 
come from the clouds, so faintly was it borne 
through the snow-laden air ; now it was no 
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longer a muffled peal, but joyous carillon, 
every note piercing the stillness, every 
cadence distinct as the striking of a clock. 

Wonderful the charm that this rustic 
music gathered from the solitude and un- 
broken expanse of snow ! Sublime, nay, 
awful were these ; nothing could augment or 
lessen the majesty of the scene. The herds- 
man's bell, homeliest melody of all, became 
superhumanly sweet and solemn, as befitted 
the unfamiliar, unearthly sphere. 



Ill 
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Strangely fair and unfamiliar also the cav- 
alcade now winding gayly down a bridle-path, 
brilliant banners by little and little unfurled 
amid the cold white landscape ! 

There was a lull in the storm. For a while 
the wind dropped, snow ceased to fall ; as if 
out of sympathy with the moving picture 
below, the heavens lightened. 

Not under sapphire skies, amid dazzling 
spring foliage, could these peasant foHcs re- 
turning from the fair have looked so picto- 
rial or legendary. Fresh as hues just laid on 
painter's palette, gay as plumage, sea-shells, 
jewels, and other most radiant things, the 
caps and sashes of the men, the kerchiefs of 
the women, purple, scarlet, and orange pre- 
dominating. Nor were the mules less gor- 
geous, their trappings of crimson leather or 
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sky-blue cloth being plentifully adorned with 
silver tassels and bells. The whole made up 
a scene of Carnival, brightening Alpine soli- 
tudes — ^joyous masquerade in striking con- 
trast to the death-like uniformity that had 
reigned before. 

Nothing could be more natural than this 
incident, the home-coming of dalesfolk from 
a neighboring market — alike in winter and 
summer folks must buy and sell — ^yet to the 
travellers the adventure savored of some- 
thing more than romance. They looked 
and looked, asking themselves if these daz- 
zling figures could indeed be humble mar- 
keters, mere herdsmen and housewives of 
to-day ? They were soon convinced that it 
was so. 

What is a snowstorm to dwellers of such 
regions, accustomed to rough weather, and 
mounted on beasts wise as themselves ? 
With merry snatches of song, bandied jest, 
and cheerful talk, the company filed toward 
the road. If the apparition of the cavalcade 
had astounded the inmates of the caliche. 
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Still more marvellous seemed their own ap- 
pearance to the fair-goers. 

There was a general ** Ho, ho ! " as one by 
one they approached, edging in single file 
between road and carriage. The foremost, 
leaping from their mules, at once entered 
into a parley with the driver. French of 
Paris is not the speech of this borderland, 
but Rugden, watching the little group, di- 
vined the subject of conversation. 

** These good folks are putting their heads 
together, contriving how much they can 
make out of our dilemma. They are quite 
right. Such windfalls do not fall every day." 

** Ho, there!" he shouted, when at the 
end of ten minutes the confabulation seemed 
no nearer a close than at the beginning. " If 
we are to spend the night here, you may just 
as well say so. We would make a bonfire of 
the carriage, and squat round it like gypsies." 

The driver now came up, and uttered pro- 
posals very meekly. His neighbors, he said, 
were quite willing to dismount, placing three 
mules at the service of the travellers^ and 
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help him with calfeche and team. But, as 
the weather seemed likely to worsen, and the 
high-road was impassable, the only course 
was to reach the village before mentioned. 
There was no inn, certainly, not so much as 
a cabaret, but the Protestant pastor — folks 
were mostly Protestant thereabouts — had a 
good -sized parsonage. He would house 
them till next day. 

" Damp beds, salted wild boar, sour wine, 
and family prayers lasting an hour ! " cried 
Miss Tart. ** Do as you please, of course," 
she added, looking viciously at her patron. 

The poor lady's vision of a bivouac — 
camp-fire, possible onslaught of famished 
wolves, and who could say what else ? — had 
vanished ; one chance more of living a page 
or two of Robinson Crusoe, Don Quixote, 
and Monte Cristo lost forever, leaving her 
peevish and bereft. 

** I never that I know of heard you praise 
down cushions, roast pheasant, or old Ma- 
deira," put in Rugden. " What has Eldred 
to say?" 
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** The people seem friendly, and a trot on 
mule-back would make us feel alive again. 
Do let us go," she pleaded. 

Without waiting for a word more, Rugden 
unhooked the leather apron, shaking off the 
snow as he did so, and sprang to the ground. 

First Miss Tart was helped down, Rugden 
hypocritically lifting his eyes to the sky as 
she fussily arranged her skirts for the de- 
scent. Ever alive to the humorous side of 
things, he feigned a lurking temptation, 
sternly resisted on principle, to glance at her 
ankles — ladies' ankles in general, and La- 
menta's in particular, having all the while no 
kind of glamour for him. 

Miss Tart safely landed, next it was El- 
dred's turn to reach the ground. This she 
accomplished lightly and easily as a kitten, 
just touching her guardian's fingers, clearing 
alike wheels and snow with a spring. 

The mounting of the little party would 
have been an easy matter but for the fastid- 
iousness of Miss Tart. Now this side-saddle 
of local fashion was tried, now that ; now one 
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mule, she was certain, had a vicious temper, 
another was given to stumbling ; the own- 
ers patiently trying their best to please her, 
evidently convinced that she was a very great 
personage, some Miladi at least, accom- 
panied by courier and maid, and that pro- 
vided they could satisfy her requirements, 
the subordinates were ready to put up with 
anything. 

Rugden, watching the scene, egged her on 
to further extravagances ; Eldred, too happy 
at having escaped from the calfeche, amused 
herself with the costumes of the women, 
smiling and making signs to them all the 
while. 

At last the little procession moved off, the 
foremost muleteer leading the way. Avoid- 
ing the snow-drift, he struck into a bridle- 
path winding between road and river, here 
bluish-black thread amid the whiteness, for 
some time following a route that appeared 
perilous enough. On one side was eddying 
water, whirlpool succeeding whirlpool, gully 
after gully ; on the other, rose p^x^?^^ts, 
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avalanches, columns of unstabled snow. 
The surefootedness of the mules rendered 
the journey safe. One might have supposed 
from the prescience and deliberation with 
which each step was taken, that every one of 
the wise beasts carried his especial benefac- 
tor, and was paying an individual debt of 
gratitude. 

Soon the leader took to the road again. 
A mass of brown roofs broke the monotony, 
and that friendliest of all sounds, the yapping 
of farmhouse dogs, greeted the travellers. 
They were once more at home, in the 
familiar, humdrum region of every day; 
fay-land, elfdom, hairbreadth 'scape, and im- 
minent deadly danger left behind. 

All now quickened their pace, and half 
an hour later the little cavalcade jauntily 
entered the village. 

It was an ordinary Pyrenean village. So 
many whitewashed, brown-roofed farmhouses, 
with cowshed and stables, grouped around 
Catholic churches and Protestant temple; 
no shops, no cabarets, nothing for grace or 
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distraction — ^the whole as unsuggestive and 
prosaic a picture as could well be imagined, 
the sublime framework of mountain ranges 
offering strangest contrast 

Here the behavior of the mules showed 
unexpected perversity. Up to the present 
time a company of recruits could not have 
conducted themselves with more circumspec- 
tion and submissiveness. No sooner did 
each animal sniff the stable than discipline 
was at an end. In vain their owners shouted, 
vituperated, brandished sticks ; with ears 
erect and the nimbleness of appetite, they set 
off. Down a blind alley trotted one, up a 
stony path ambled another ; in the twinkling 
of an eye the three travellers were separated : 
Rugden airily kissing his hand to Miss Tart, 
bidding her expect him in the spring ; chap- 
eron and charge making futile efforts to keep 
in sight of each other. 

Eldred, as it happened, was the best off. 
The mule she rode had sometimes carried 
the pastor's housekeeper home, or half way 
home, from market. He retained a lively 
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recollection of the bread, sugar, and other 
dainties with which the good Bendette was 
wont to regale him. Finding that his master 
had dismounted and that he bore a feminine 
burden, able to put two and two together as 
the sagest of mortal born, he immediately 
made for the parsonage. 



IV 



WELCOME AND UNWELCOME 

It was a house of somewhat greater preten- 
sions than the rest, adjoining it church and 
school, the three indeed forming one build- 
ing. Surrounded by a little garden planted 
with fruit-trees, the whole had a cheerful, 
home - like look. Three - storied, amply 
windowed, many - roomed, the generous 
accommodation suggested family life — ^that 
palladium of the Reformed Church. 

The garden gate stood wide, and, before 
Eldred had time to realize matters, she 
found herself in situation romantic as maiden 
could desire. Alike driver, muleteers, vil- 
lage-folk, and travellers lagged behind, the 
former being busy with their bargaining, the 
others being carried they knew not whither ; 
she was alone, and, close mewed in her 
Spanish saddle, could no more move than 
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canvas were those dark pensive eyes with 
girlishly lovely lashes, close-cut curls, and 
beard of richest brown, and brilliant com- 
plexion toned down by exposure to the sun. 
More remarkable by far than feature or 
complexion was the shape of the face, so 
important a complement of beauty, so 
rarely flawless. Here were the lovely lines 
we admire in a cameo or curves of a 
sculptor's masterpiece. 

There is ofttimes a beautiful appropriate- 
ness as well as an irony in names. Destiny 
will occasionally treat a human being here 
according to his deserts. This young pastor 
with the Nazarene face had received at the 
hands of his god-parents the name of Ange, 
which, translated into English, stands for 
angel ; Ange AUard — could any two words 
sound more harmoniously ? And in his case 
the first never evoked a smile ; it seemed 
no misnomer. 

The pair smiled at each other with the 
inborn sympathy of youth ; then the paladin 
advanced and put his hand to the bud\fc. 
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** My trusty Bufo has brought you here by 
mistake," he said, not offering to help her 
from her saddle, instead caressing the animal, 
trying to hide his embarrassment. 

** Bendette," hexried, looking to the house, 
**a bit of bread for Bufo, crafty old fellow ! " 

Eldred^s knowledge of French was unser- 
viceable as the pastor's of her own language. 
She could only stammer forth an apology 
and await interpreters. A wood-fire glowed 
within; the aged woman - servant, as she 
shuffled out, loaf in hand, had a comfortable 
look ; and she was longing to be quit of this 
white, silent, eerie world. Why did not her 
host invite her to alight? After that first 
pleasant smile, he seemed to shrink from any- 
thing that could be construed as cordiality. 

At length the muleteer hurried up, blowzed 
ajid breathless, whereupon ensued an alterca- 
tion comic enough, yet full of direst mortifica- 
tion for Eldred and the pastor. 

Without a word of explanation or apology, 
the good man straightway unbuckled girth 
and stirrup, deaf alike to the other's mild 
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interference and Bendette's aghast reproof ; 
for she now stood up on her master's behalf. 
Eldred could not understand a syllable, all 
three using the local patois ; she only real- 
ized that her arrival was looked upon as an 
intrusion, that for some reason or other, 
Bufo had done his patrons an ill turn in 
bringing her to their doors. The thought of 
being turned away from that blazing hearth 
made her shudder. And if not here, where 
was shelter to be found this wintry night ? 

She glanced half-proudly, half-beseeching- 
ly, at the pastor, and tried to arrest Ben- 
dette's attention ; but the pair never for a 
moment relented. Whatever their motives 
for such inhospitality, they were not to be 
overcome. As soon as the conductor un- 
fastened a strap, Bendette buckled it again. 
Her master, coloring painfully at the notion 
of being understood by Eldred, evidently 
forbade her admission. 

Meantime, paying scant heed to either, a 
shake of the head, an angry ejaculation be- 
ing all they obtained by way of reply, the 
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man went on, finally summing up the matter 
with a determined " Here she is, and here 
she must stay." 

He disengaged his charge from the sad- 
dle, helped her to the ground, and, brushing 
unceremoniously past the others, led or 
rather dragged her into the parlor. 

There she stood, crimsoning with vexa- 
tion, almost on the verge of tears, as eagerly 
longing now to get away as a minute before 
she had longed to enter. The blaze of the 
pine-logs was delightful to feel, to look at, 
but what if this vision of warmth and shelter 
were mere delusion, if the next moment she 
should be once more turned adrift in the 
storm ? 

The pastor was still quietly remonstrating, 
Bendette stormed on, the conductor seemed 
as far off as ever from convincing either, 
when a diversion occurred. To Eldred's in- 
tense relief and the heightened discomfiture 
of her hosts, triumphant of the triumphant, 
up cantered Miss Tart ; had she been Queen 
of Navarre and every soul present her leal 
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servitors, she could not have lorded it more 
magnificently. 

The young clergyman, crushed by this sec- 
ond and crowning apparition, drew back si- 
lent and helpless; Bendette threw up her 
arms in dismay ; the muleteer, now all ob- 
sequiousness and humility, almost bent knee 
as he helped the great lady to alight. 

Miss Tart's knowledge of French, like 
most people's mother wit, inadequate enough 
when measured by accepted standards, could 
yet serve her in hours of need. A noun here, 
a verb there, plenty of emphasis, and her 
meaning became clear as if clothed in the 
language of a French academician. Before 
her hosts could recover presence of mind, 
she had ordered coffee, bedroom fires, and 
warming-pans for three, besides giving per- 
emptory instructions as to the airing of 
sheets and drying of damp cloaks. Bendette, 
making signs to her master, followed Miladi 
indoors submissively, the pastor looking 
after them in blank amazement. 

** He will explain everything," she said to 
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Eldred. She seldom gave Rugden his name. 
It pleased her to treat the other sex con- 
temptuously. "Men must do the disagree- 
ables ; it is for women to make themselves 
comfortable," she added, sinking into an easy- 
chair before the fire, bidding her pupil add 
another and yet another log, taking, as she 
i^ever contrived to do, her ease at her inn. 

"And that box of peppermints on the 
mantelpiece, Eldred," she added, "help your- 
self, and hand it on to me." 

She took half a dozen, adding complacent- 
ly, "The only passable trait in French peo- 
ple that I can discover is their addiction to 
peppermints. The dear creatures ! they have 
always some sweetmeat or other handy." 

At last Rugden did appear. Out of breath, 
heated with his gallop, one end of his scarlet 
muffler trailing on the ground, his fur-bor- 
dered coat sprinkled with snow, he looked 
more like a Cossack than an English civilian 
on his travels. 

Extricating himself from his saddle, with 
the grim humor that never forsook him, his 



WELCOME AND UNWELCOME 41 

first act was to turn toward the offending 
mule, and in somewhat British French vitu- 
perate till he was out of breath. 

"A murrain upon you and upon all tom- 
fooleries out of place ! " he exclaimed, shak- 
ing his fist in the face of the impassible ani- 
mal. " Don't look innocent as a newborn 
babe, sirrah ! You know as well as I do, 
that if every bone in this blessed body of 
mine is not broken, it is small thanks to 
you ! Black and blue I shall be to-morrow 
after all this bumping, unfit to show myself 
in the public ways, the laughing-stock of all 
beholders, and who so well pleased as your- 
self ? Imp of Satan, brood of darkness, off- 
spring of the nether regions, speak out, bruit 
it abroad — ^what malevolent spirit sent you 
hither to torment me ? That of my grand- 
sires and grandames, forsooth, because I do 
not stand six feet two without my boots ! 
Or are you a tool of the Jesuits, minister of 
the Inquisition, taking the place of rack, 
thumbscrew, and branding-irons, whenever a 
heretic comes in the way ? Ah ! " here he 
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planted himself menacingly before his beast, 
and frowned, set his teeth, gesticulated. 
** Ah ! let me catch myself on that traitorous 
back of yours again, and one or both of us 
shall go straight to the unmentionable re- 
gions whence you came ! Brood on my 
words, munch them, masticate them, and so 
a farewell plague upon you ! " 

When failed pleasantry to clear the air ? 
Bendette, hands on hip, listened with grow- 
ing admiration. A foreigner who could curse 
and swear in her own tongue was surely no 
mean personage! As to the grave young 
pastor, his embarrassment was forgotten ; he 
broke into broad smiles, finally gave way to 
a genuine fit of merriment. Host and guest 
clasped each other's hand warmly ; the most 
elaborate introduction could not have an- 
swered so well as Rugden's jest. 

**A thousand excuses, sir," began Ange. 
** May I ask you to make them to the ladies 
on my behalf ? You can easily understand 
my confusion at their appearance " — here he 
colored-^" when the young lady rode up. 
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A pastor, a bachelor, a young man, too, ma- 
levolent tongues ever at hand to make mis- 
chief, how could I receive your young coun- 
trywoman, unattended as she seemed to be ? 
Truth to tell," he added, smiling, " I sup- 
posed her to be one of those adventursome 
Americans we read of in novels and news- 
papers, girls of eighteen who make the 
round of the world alone ! " 

Rugden put his hand on the young man's 
shoulder and laughed heartily. 

"And who turn the heads of our sex, the 
wise as well as the foolish, to the last man of 
us, as children their teetotums? A globe- 
trotter in petticoats indeed! I assure you 

# 

the young lady in question has never before 
quitted her native shores — ^would not, I dare 
vouch for it, undertake any kind of expedi- 
tion alone, unless driven to it by direst ne- 
cessity." 

" I also am untravelled, pray pardon my 
mistake," replied the other. ** Pardon also the 
poor accommodation I have to offer " 

Once more a friendly hand was laid on his 
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shoulder — infirmity enjoys its privileges as 
well as age — and a few considerate, sugges- 
tive words put everything right. 

The parsonage, with its spare chambers 
and ample stores of firewood, was placed 
at the strangers' disposal ; the well-packed 
hampers forthcoming from the calfeche would 
prevent any unseasonable demands upon the 
larder. 

** The first thing a Briton thinks of, hence 
our national supremacy," Rugden said, chin 
in air, on tiptoe, affecting aldermanic pom- 
posity, "is his stomach. Our souls, poor 
beggars ! must look out for themselves ; our 
minds — hang our minds, I say! But roast 
beef, plum pudding, and a pot of porter, 
there are your makings of a man, your true 
ingredients of a mighty nation ! " 

His listener smiled gravely, and an evi- 
dent weight was lifted from his mind by the 
sight of the lunch-baskets. 

The strangers would fare well to-night ; 
for the moment his responsibilities as host 
were at an end. 



V 



HYPERION AND SATYR 



The six o'clock dinner was over ; the ladies 
had gone to their rooms ; host and guest 
stood in confabulation by the fireplace. 

What a contrast the pair presented ! their 
names not more opposed, the Englishman's 
well assorting with his rough-hewn yet strik- 
ing figure, the other's equally suited to his 
unconscious yet faultless beauty. 

Ange's appearance was not in the least 
sedentary, much less effeminate; his slight, 
muscular figure, look of health, and settled 
air, betokened a breezy, manly, out-of-door 
life : for all that, and in spite of physical de- 
fects, the other lost nothing by comparison. 

What Rugden lacked in symmetry and 
comeliness was made up by strength and 
intellectual force. There was something 
imposing, gigantesque, about this man, un- 
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handsomely, even scurvily, as Nature had 
used him. If his host resembled a fair 
and stately pine arrived at maturity under 
happiest circumstances, the image called up 
by himself was that of a knotted, gnarled 
oak, some veteran of the forest whose 
rugosity and uncouthness had been devel- 
oped by storm and havoc. 

For many minutes after that closing of 
the door and disappearance of a slender 
figure and typical English face, the young 
pastor remained absent and monosyllabic. 
His eyes were fascinated toward the spot, 
as if he still saw there the same vision ; by 
help of the inner eye he did indeed see it 
still, every other object being temporarily 
blotted out. With the fidelity of deep but 
unenthusiastic natures, he was now conjur- 
ing up every detail of the portrait, retracing 
every incident of the last half-hour. Eldred 
had not been very cordial. She could not 
forgive his reluctant, nay, enforced welcome ; 
and Rugden's modified version of its cause, 
namely, fear of the globe-trotter in petticoats. 
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increased her reserve. Had Ange under- 
stood English, the pair might have become 
friendly; scant vocabularies and the terror 
of foolish blunders made both feel ill at ease. 

Rugden had talked for the rest, flashes of 
wit, scintillations of humor, ready to hand as 
if he used native speech. Unusual circum- 
stance, piquant adventure, stimulated him ; 
and all the while, behind that effervescing 
gayety and sporadic mirth lurked hidden 
gloom. 

Eyes not over-discerning must have ob- 
served the intervals of reaction between 
sally and sally, flight and flight ; pauses of 
brooding thought and stolid silence. 

"I trust that the ladies will rest well," 
began the pastor. " My housekeeper is but 
a rough peasant woman, and, alas ! I have 
no luxuries to offer." 

" Never fear," was the reply. "The elder, 
take my word for it, would contrive to get 
soft beds, dishes to her mind, and half a 
dozen folks at her beck and call in the 
nether worjd itself. As to the younger^ 
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well, fortunately at twenty we are not en- 
cumbered with nine hundred and ninety-nine 
habits — ^was not that the number of senses 
folks had in Micromegas? Furthermore," 
he added, with an air of apology, "your 
parsonage is surprisingly commodious and 
comfortable. If I may be permitted the 
remark, I am amazed to find a bachelor's 
dwelling so to say, womanized." 

The young man smiled. 

** The fact is," he said, " during the sum- 
mer months my married sister comes here, 
and we receive boarders, families or students 
preparing for the ministry. Otherwise you 
would not have found even such poor accom- 
modation." 

Rugden hardly seemed to hear the last re- 
mark. He was evidently debating in his own 
mind how far he should take this new ac- 
quaintance into his confidence. An explana- 
tion of some kind he felt bound to proffer. 
On a sudden he turned round, and, confront- 
ing the ingenuous face fixed curiously on his 
own, exclaimed : 
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" I have told you that I am an English- 
man named RoUo Rugden ; that the young 
girl in charge of her former governess, El- 
dred Eden, is an orphan, and but for myself 
— her father's friend — ^alone in the world ; 
that we are bound to a certain little spa you 
know of hidden in the folds of this valley. 
You wonder, doubtless, why we should 
choose midwinter for setting out ? Do you 
not know it ? We Northerners imagine that 
there is no such thing as winter south of 
Lyons ; that, at any rate, your especial corner 
of the globe is Hyperborean, blest with per- 
petual sunshine. In the second place" — 
here an odd expression came over the speaker's 
features — ** mortals in general, myself in par- 
ticular, must often take their holidays when 
they can, without reference to the calendar. I 
have my own reasons for coming here, reasons 
of the first cogency for coming at once." 

His listener did not seem to have acquired 
much in the way of information. The mo- 
tives adduced were apparently more mystify- 
ing than none at all. 
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" Our celebrated little watering-place is 
deserted till June," he said at last "I be- 
lieve the hotel is shut up. Certainly for 
weeks to come there will hardly be a soul in 
the house." 

"Could a stronger argument be put for- 
ward in favor of going ? " asked Rugden. 

" Snow does not lie long in our valley as 
a rule, certainly," rejoined the pastor, em- 
phasizing the adjective. Then he glanced 
toward the window, thinking of the dull 
white world outside. The thought did not 
depress his own spirits, but he was puzzled 
as to its fascination for others. 

" And again " 

The more Rugden saw of his young host 
the more he liked and trusted him. He was 
about to elucidate matters further when he 
suddenly changed color, and with quick, un- 
certain movements staggered toward a chair. 

" You are feeling very ill ? " asked the 
pastor, much alarmed. His visitor's com- 
plexion was now leaden, his lips were firmly 
set as if to prevent a groan, the clothes 
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seemed about to fall from his shaken, dis- 
torted limbs. 

Rugden made a sign for water, and into the 
tumblerful immediately forthcoming, poured 
a few drops from a phial that he carried in his 
waistcoat pocket. For a few minutes he sat 
holding one hand to his side, with the other 
covering his face, from time to time shaking 
his head at friendly offers of help. When 
about a quarter of an hour had passed thus, 
he rose with visible effort and said good-night. 

" It is nothing — mere twinges of pain, re- 
minders of chronic disorder. They come as 
they go ; there is no getting rid of them. A 
plague on ye, imps of darkness, brood of 
Hecate ! " he added, shaking his fist as at 
some visible enemy. ** Thank you, my good, 
kind young sir, thank you a thousand times. 
Do I want anything? In Heaven's name, 
what more could I want ? A fire of pine 
logs, a French bed, the ideal bed (Plato's, 
had he ever slept in one !), spring water on 
the sideboard. Hard indeed were I to please 
could I feel dissatisfied here ! " 
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Ange felt it best to go, although he did 
so reluctantly. 

Having heard the pastor shut himself in 
his room below, Rugden carefully inspected 
his quarters. To his intense relief, he found 
that he was housed apart from the rest. 

On the opposite side of the landing lay 
the salon, between that door and his own the 
wide, uncarpeted stair, and beyond — Miss 
Tarfs animated voice announced the fact — 
the apartments of the ladies. Along his win- 
dow ran a balcony overlooking the garden, 
and immediately underneath was the pastor's 
study, closed as well as the salon during 
winter. 

Such isolation afforded relief. He might 
then pace his room during the small hours, 
throw wide his casement, smoke a cigarette, 
and, in fine, make himself at home. None 
could overhear or watch him. 

The night began ill. Rugden's nights 
seldom opened auspiciously. Locking him- 
self in, heaping up the pine logs, he next 
donned dressing-gown and slippers, and with 
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a Strange look of determination apparently 
made ready for some dire encounter. Words 
were inadequate to describe his expression ; 
there was something terrible in its resolve 
and desperate summoning together of mental 
forces. Victims of Inquisitorial fiends might 
thus have awaited rack or wheel, but here 
no personal malignity came into play. Rug- 
den's was rather the dogged resolution of one 
confronting unescapable doom, of fireman 
hopelessly enveloped in flame, of engine- 
driver brought face to face with death or 
mutilation, or of half-frozen and famished 
mariner on floating spar; from the eyes of 
such men might have looked that stern if 
not cynical resignation. 

He had not to wait for his foe long. 
Soon he was caught in the clutches of phy- 
sical anguish, rent to pieces by spasms of 
agony, helplessly tossed on the billows of 
suffering. Then it was that the sense of sep- 
arateness brought satisfaction. He could 
take a desperate turn, relieve himself by a 
groan, even stamp his foot in impotent rage. 
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and all without disturbing the slumbers of 
living soul. Those calm, enviable slumbers ! 
One by one sounds had ceased throughout 
the house. He heard Miss Tart's parting 
words to her charge : 

** Sleep if you can, my dear. For my part, 
what with crannies in the wall, chimneys a 
yard square, and bare floors, I expect to find 
myself by morning blown out of doors." 

"Well done, Lamenta!" thought Rugden, 
smiling grimly amid knife-like stabs of pain. 
** As a discoverer you beat the Edisons hol- 
low. You would find a grievance in Dante's 
Paradise itself, that's sure. But peace to 
your virgin dreams, sweetest ! May some 
gallant Porphyro, not stingy of his kisses, 
woo you in your dainty slumbers ! Ah ! " 

He moaned, then listened again. 

The inner door of Eldred's room was now 
reopened, and her clear, bird-like voice met 
his ear. 

** Here is my eiderdown, Lammie darling. 
You are more chilly than I, do take it." 

** Darling, forsooth ! " muttered the lis- 
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tener, almost forgetting aches and pains in 
peevish temper. " But a girl must pet some- 
thing or somebody, were it a croaking frog 
or a Caliban. Sleep well, my child. Heav- 
en pardon me for begrudging your maiden 
dreams ! " 

Next he heard the footsteps of the pastor 
as he closed his door. 

** Thrice happy young evangelist ! " mur- 
mured the watcher, still racked with pain. 
** Guileless, I dare aver, as any of mortal 
born, beautiful as the Nazarene of Venetian 
painters, wedded to naive creeds and duties 
sacred, perhaps apostolic in your own eyes ! 
Oh, for such sleep as yours ! A month of it, 
a week of it, a single night of it ! " 

Somewhat later, the slow, shuffling steps 
of Bendette sounded on the wooden stair ; 
she was evidently heavily laden, and muttered 
to herself as she went. 

** You too, you poor, ancient, wrinkled 
woman, hag-like to the vision, given up to 
sordid services, your sixty and odd years one 
long spell of toil and privation ; yet how 
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blessed a lot, could you but know ! No soul- 
harrowing problems, no heart - wrenching 
illusions, no cruelly thwarted destinies. 
Might but some good geni change us with 
his wand, I could at this especial moment 
ask no more of destiny." 

He sank back in his chair, and with a sigh 
of exhaustion closed his eyes. Was there 
some unwonted soporific in this mountain 
air ? Were the subtle influences of pine 
forest and atmospheric elevation already 
making themselves felt ? 

The anaesthetic beside him, only resorted 
to when powers of endurance were at an end, 
remained intact. More than once he had 
touched the stopper, and again and again 
withdrawn his hand. 

Yes, beneficent agencies of some kind or 
other were at work. The visitation had come 
and gone as a nightmare. Natural drowsi- 
ness did indeed overtake him. Closing the 
volume that lay open on the table, turning 
low the lamp, he hastened to bed, to enjoy 
such sleep as he had not known for months. 



VI 



LOVE LIKE HATE 



"Are you presentable?" asked Miss Tart 
next morning, as after tapping at Rugden's 
door, she opened it exactly half an inch. 

" Wait a minute ; give me time to put on 
dress-coat, pumps, and white cravat ! " cried 
Rugden. ** But no, we are in France, re- 
member, Lamenta ; Frenchmen only put on 
dress-coats when they go to church to be 
married ; so you may come in." 

Miss Tart opened the door a little wider 
and glanced round. Yes, nothing in the 
shape of discarded night-gear or parapher- 
nalia of the toilette met her shrinking gaze. 
Rugden wore morning-gown and slippers, 
certainly, but thus attired would often pass 
the greater part of the morning. 

** I adore, I kneel to your sense of pro- 
priety, my dear Lamenta," he said. ** I asr 
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sure you I have spent hours in tidying myself 
and my room, thinking you might honor me 
with a visit. But, Heaven bless us and save 
us ! " he exclaimed, rising suddenly, and affect- 
ing a distracted air, ** I was mad enough, reck- 
less enough, lost enough " — as he spoke he 
bundled something into a drawer — ** to leave 
out a — a — a flannel garment ! You did not 
perceive it ? What a weight off my mind ! " 

** Make sport if you please of my prudery," 
quoth Lamenta. ** Where would men be if 
some women did not know how to behave 
themselves ? " 

** Where indeed? Excuse my raillery. As 
you know, I never can forbear a joke. But be 
seated, and let us talk business. For the pres- 
ent we will stay here ; that is quite settled." 

Miss Tart could have carried on heated 
argument under the restrictions of a Trappist 
convent, her face said so much more than 
most people's tongues ! 

** You never fall in with my nice little 
plans," Rugden went on, twisting a cigarette 
as he spoke ; he smoked tiny cigarettes 
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morning, noon, and night. ** That cannot be 
helped. We stay here, first and foremost, 
for the excellent reason that, were we Presi- 
dentess and President — or what would be 
more disastrous still, you the queen of the 
ballet due at the Grand Opera, I the leading 
acrobat equally due at the Porte St. Martin 
— we cannot get away. Just look out of the 
window. It will snow as it is doing now for a 
month at least. I fervently hope so, I am sure. 
I was never more comfortable in my life." 

Lamenta lapsed into silence. At last she 
said : 

** You are, I suppose, aware that the pastor 
is unmarried ? " 

**Come, Lamenta, don't own yourself so 
misanthropic as to tremble at the thought of 
being under a bachelor's roof, he a parson 
too! And remember, were this adorably 
handsome young man a dragon, here is Per- 
seus ready to rescue his Andromeda ! I nev- 
er intended to leave you and Eldred alone." 

Miss Tart waived the reference to herself 
contemptuously. 



6o THE CURB OF HONOR 

" You would not surely wish him — al- 
though he is what you call a parson — ^to fall 
in love with Eldred, and then — Frenchmen 
think no more of blowing their brains out 
than of having their chins shaved — put an 
end to himself ? " 

** Why he should put an end to himself I 
do not see," Rugden replied, still in the jest- 
ing mood. " What girl would frown on such 
a lover ? And I perpetually tell you, although 
you pay no heed, I am bent upon Eldred 
marrying a Frenchman." 

His face changed. He added seriously, 
even sadly : 

**What has the poor child to keep her in 
England?" 

Lamenta, without letting him see it, 
studied her patron's face. In spite of the 
honest ties between them, faithful service on 
her part, liberal recompense on his, in spite 
of quite unusual confidence up to a certain 
point, he remained a mystery to her. Of 
worldly circumstance, social and professional 
relations, means, he would talk readily ; from 
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Eldred's nurse, companion, teacher, with- 
holding little or nothing. Beyond that limit 
he was ever unapproachable. She hardly 
knew more of his real self than the old 
woman servant below. This conviction cha- 
grined her. She sometimes regarded such 
reticence as a positive insult. 

** When we have done drinking the waters, 
we will take a villa at Pau," Rugden con- 
tinued, once more affecting jauntiness. ** My 
letters of introduction will open every door. 
Supposing Eldred does not think the pastor 
handsome enough, she shall marry a pr^fet 
or general of division. Ten thousand pounds 
would do the thing nicely." 

That mention of money changed the cur- 
rent of Lamenta's thoughts. She brought out 
her purse, and drew therefrom a tiny cutting. 

** I cannot understand how it is," she said, 
snappishly, as if she were broaching some 
personal grievance, ** you never see what is 
said of yourself in the newspapers. I cut 
this out of the Galzgnant we bought at 
Toulouse." 
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" If there is one thing I detest (womankind 
apart, Lamenta) it is to see my name in print. 
But hand me your news." 

Then, with many a grimace, he read aloud 
the following paragraph : 

** * Universal regret ' (which means that 
Freemantle, Trevor, and perhaps two or three 
others, are sorry) *is felt at the resignation 
of his professorial chair by Mr. Rugden. Ill- 
health ' (ah, how that will make certain eyes 
twinkle ! — ^Joe and Isabella ; eh, Lamenta ? 
Can't you see their faces as they read?), 
* unhappily, is said to be the reason of this 
decision, the eminent ' (one of the great 
men nobody ever heard of, eh ?) * professor 
having been advised by his physicians to try 
certain curative waters of the Pyrenees.* " 

He handed her the slip with a meaning look. 

** My fond next-of-kin will think that 
Cousin RoUo is going to die, that is quite 
certain. Well, let who will follow me here. 
We can hold our own, I fancy." 

The pair glanced at each other, their eye's 
brightening as they gazed. Miss Tart sud- 
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denly changed rdles ; the shrew smiled as a 
siren. 

" Ah, ha ! the war-horse sniffs battle, the 
fox-hound is on the scent ? You are dying 
for a skirmish, better still a downright tussle, 
with your old antagonist Isabella ? The wish 
does you honor ; I sincerely hope that it 
may be gratified." 

Lamenta's face grew more and more ex- 
ultant. 

" This stolen march will be a thunderclap, 
driving them all to desperation," she said. 

** All the better : things cannot come to a 
climax too soon for me — nor for you either, I 
see that. You first-rate ally, how I love you ! " 

In his ebullient spirits he took her hand, 
shaking it warmly, at the same time heaping 
praise upon praise. But the outburst had no 
softening effect ; Lamenta seemed rather to 
resent than appreciate her patron^s effusive- 
ness. She bent low over the newspaper cut- 
ting, studying the lines as a conundrum. 
What outsiders might think, what she her- 
self might think, of his condition was otve 
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thing, what he thought himself another. 
He confided his plans, talked lightly of this 
year's doings and the next. She felt that he 
ever held something back. 

Her cogitations were suddenly interrupt- 
ed. The effect of that citation upon her 
companion had been slow, its import gradu- 
ally taking possession of him, subtly assert- 
ing itself as a poison. And under the in- 
fluence of a newly - presented, overwhelming 
conviction, habitual reserve was forgotten. 
He blurted out the bitter truth. 

" Answer me," he said. " Is it likely that 
I should have thrown up such a position as 
mine for a finger-ache ? Is it likely that I 
should leave Eldred in England, sooner or 
later to curse the day on which she was bom ? 
Had things turned out differently — But why 
harp upon that theme? We are not going 
back there. The great game is up with me. 
That is the long and the short of the matter." 

Lamenta crumpled the scrap of paper 
with fingers that twitched uneasily. Her 
clear, healthy complexion took a deeper 
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tone. She was evidently not thinking of 
Eldred, but of her patron, ill-concealed con- 
cern and dejection being written on her face. 
Had Rugden been an iota less absorbed, he 
must have divined the effect of that brief ex- 
planation. Sentiment he no more awaited 
from Lamenta than old Bendette. Here he 
was hoodwinked or mole-blind. 

** Poor child ! my poor unfathered Eldred ! 
How can I dwell on my own misfortunes, 
with hers ever before me ? How inexplic- 
able Aubrey's conduct ! It is monstrous, in- 
conceivable, that ordinary beings, the fustian 
of humanity, should be so organized, able to 
do all else expected of them, even behave 
themselves in a drawing-room, yet remain, 
morally speaking, blind as bats, on a level 
with cannibals. But that any friend of mine, 
a generous fellow, too " 

Just then Eldred's voice sounded on the 
stair outside. She was looking for her 
chaperon, singing blithely as she went. 

Rugden's voice grew intenser still ; over 
his dark face stole a gentler expressioxv. 
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" What a devirs compound, a witch's brew, 
is life as human beings choose to make it ! 
Heaven and hell mixed, gold and clay 
pounded in pestle and mortar; not a frag- 
ment of one, but a bit of the other must be 
found sticking to it ! Well, poor Aubrey 
might have been a saint had Nature used 
him less handsomely. iEsop has much to 
be thankful for." 

The confiding mood was come and gone 
in a moment. Lamenta rose, knowing that 
she should get no more unbosomings out of 
her patron that day, or perhaps any day. 
Still she lingered, and still with reddened 
cheeks and fingers twitching nervously. 

** I hope you won't find time hang heavy 
on your hands," he added in a bantering 
tone. ** Suppose we get up private theatri- 
cals, organize a gymnasium? Or what say 
you to a little dancing ? I dare aver that 
you have an ankle turned for the waltz." 

** Leave my ankles alone, and tell me where 
to find your stockings," was the snappish an- 
swer, ** or anything else that wants mending." 
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" Best Lamenta ! My providence and 
guardian angel ! But tomorrow, a fortnight 
hence, will do. We shall want no stockings 
for weeks to come, rest assured of that, nor 
clean clothes either " 

'' Mr. Rugden ! " 

** Nothing can get to the river, the wash- 
tub of these parts, while this weather lasts, 
of course. We must just wear the shirts and 
shifts — Heaven bless us and save us ! I am 
always forgetting the proprieties ! — the wear- 
ing apparel we stand up in, then — for the 
present. A month later, six weeks hence, 
you can think of ySur mendings." 

** And what about arrangements ?" 

"As usual. You procure the best of 
everything — I pay." 

With that impatient retort. Miss Tart was 
forced to be satisfied and go away. But she 
was neither peppery nor captious for hours 
after. 

" Have you the toothache, Lammie dear ? " 
Eldred asked. She had never before seen 
her old governess so depressed. 
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IDYLLIC 



By the end of a week the parsonage had 
undergone complete transformation. Fires 
now blazed all over the house, the salon 
betokened feminine occupation, the piano 
stood open, on the table were strewed fancy- 
work, drawing materials, French grammar 
and dictionary, and other signs of busy hours. 
Curtains and carpets of gafudy Spanish manu- 
facture brightened the room. The aroma of 
tea at certain hours of the day recalled Eng- 
land. Ange's study was made over to Rug- 
den's use, now displaying a disorder of books 
and papers that proclaimed the true savant. 

In the kitchen reigned perpetual activity. 
Bendette, aided by a damsel from the village, 
served dishes that made Rugden crave a poly- 
pary existence. • So, at least, he pretended. 

** Only to become a one-organ*d being, a 
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mere cavity, a sac, a stomach ! " he would say, 
as some savory mess came to table. ** Oh, 
ye gods, will none hearken to my prayer, 
and thus transform me ? " Then, with a sly 
glance at the rest : " For of course you 
know," he added, " Madame Bendette, that 
we English are utter heathens, not so much 
as a church or parson from one end of the 
country to the other ! Is it any wonder that 
we possess neither manners nor morals ? " 

Without, things remained the same, as 
yet no burning blue skies and diamond-like 
glitter of peak and glacier, only cold, white 
mist and intermittent snowfall. The travel- 
lers must bide their time for the transforma- 
tion scene to come, when the veil would be 
lifted from giant peaks and pine forests cast 
about their feet as a vesture, gold and emer- 
ald, sapphire and amethyst, replacing the 
vast monotone. 

To all appearances the daily life of the 
parsonage was calm and colorless as that win- 
try landscape — conflict, passion, tragedy, hid- 
den from sight, invisible as if uoiv-ex.vst^TvX., 
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On the first Sunday routine was broken. 
After hours of pained unrest, Rugden had 
slept late, awaking suddenly to a conscious- 
ness of sweet, soothing sounds, music of 
voice and instrument floating harmoniously, 
soft anthem-like strains, erewhile part of his 
dreams, now filling the place. 

He rose hastily, made up his fire, dressed 
himself with despatch, and hastened down- 
stairs. 

• The door of the dining-room stood ajar ; 
unperceived, he could watch the little group 
at morning prayers. Miss Tart, a fair mu- 
sician, proudly presiding at the harmonium ; 
beside her, reading from the same book, 
were the pastor and Eldred ; and opposite, 
seated in rows, Bendette, Marcelline, with 
half a score of near neighbors. In summer- 
time this simple celebration took place daily, 
when the room would often be full to over- 
flowing. During the winter family worship 
was restricted to Sunday mornings, and no 
matter the weather, attracted an audience. 

Rugden's eyes were not now fascinated by 
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the picturesque figures in front of the har- 
monium. Those stalwart fathers of families 
in fine broadcloth, over which was worn the 
black alpaca blouse of the country, those 
sunburnt, austere matrons in their long nun- 
like hooded cloaks of black serge, were not 
in his thoughts just then. He had only heed, 
vision, for the pair sharing the hymn-book. 

The heavens had cleared somewhat, and 
no snowflakes obscured the atmosphere. 
Radiant as in a picture the two faces showed 
against the pure white background. Which 
was the more beautiful ? 

Both gained immensely by such proximity. 
If Madonna-like Eldred's in its purity of 
outline and winningness of expression, her 
companion's suggested no less lovely head 
of apostle or saint, contrasted coloring and 
type, but heightened the charm. 

Fair as Bordone's ideal the young English 
girl; of deepest, richest brown the pastor's 
hair and beard, while the healthful carnation of 
his cheek, less bronzed now than in summer, 
recalled the sumptuous portraits of Titian, 
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What, perhaps, most of all impressed the 
gazer was the attitude and behavior of the 
pair. An artless celebration, a reverent 
mood, had broken down reserve, and done 
more to bring them together than days of 
intercourse. Alike Eldred and the pastor 
were throwing heart and soul into their task, 
singing the somewhat bald canticles of the 
Reformed Church with as much fervor as 
Huguenots of old when liberty and life were 
staked for a psalm. At the turning of the 
page their hands touched. The young man 
smiled excuse, which Eldred as smilingly ac- 
cepted. On the hymn coming to an end, he 
looked out the passage of Scripture he was 
about to read, and handed her the volume. 
Once more she glanced up, thanking him in 
whispers. **They must, they shall become 
friends," mused Rugden, tearing himself away. 

The stolen glimpse opened a new train of 
thought. As he retreated to his room, he 
said to himself again and again — ^the repeti- 
tion of the words seemed to enforce a duty 
— ** They must, they shall become friends." 
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What with morning service, the catechis- 
ing of the children in the afternoon, and 
choir practice in the evening, he saw little of 
his charges and host that day. Miss Tart 
and Eldred found every part of the pro- 
gramme new and interesting ; there was the 
delightful sense, too, of being useful and at 
the same time of upholding the faith of their 
fathers. 

** Mr. Rugden cares for none of these 
things," Lamenta would say to her charge. 
"In his eyes one religion seems as good as 
another ; all the more reason why you and I 
should proclaim ours on the housetops." 

For the most part Rugden had that win- 
try Sabbath to himself. He read, wrote, 
pondered ; brooding sadness exchanged for 
intervals of alert intellectual enjoyment. 

Night and day not more contrasted than 
such fits of cloud and gayety ! Half an hour 
over a book or piece of writing that satisfied 
him, a solution of hard problem, a satisfac- 
tory summing-up, could lift him above bodily 
suffering or personal worry. Then his brow 
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would become clear, his eyes bright, his voice 
ringing. 

But reaction seldom lagged. After an in- 
terval of upbuoyance he would sink into 
cynical, self-contained .heaviness of spirit. 
Depression were hardly the word to apply 
to one capable of such indomitable courage 
and anticipatory endurance. 

** Eldred," he said next morning, with the 
tone of effectionate authority he used toward 
his charge, **we shall certainly stay here a 
month, perhaps longer. I have arranged 
with our host for daily French lessons " 

He stopped short, disconcerted by her 
look. The ever grateful, far too grateful 
Eldred, whose smiles, even tears, had oft- 
times rewarded trifling kindnesses, the sunny- 
tempered, self-contained Eldred now sulked 
at the proposal after the manner of a school- 
girl. 

Her first impulse seemed a pettish re- 
joinder. Restraining herself, she answered: 

" We are both learning to speak French, 
Lammie and I, as fast as possible, from Ben- 
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dette and Marcelline. Is it worth while tak- 
ing up the pastor's time ? " 

Rugden laughed outright ; and if anything 
could have heightened Eldred's discomfiture 
it was that derisive laugh — demoniac, she felt 
inclined to call it — ever subduing her opposi- 
tion, crushing her will. No part of his real 
self seemed such laughter, rather the lending 
of some extra-human nature ; under its in- 
fluence he hardly seemed to share part or lot 
with them, or any mortal born. 

** Time ? " he broke out. ** At twenty-six, 
in superlative health, with nothing in the 
year that could not be got through twenty 
times, the word becomes a jest." 

"As you please," Eldred answered, coldly, 
with head bent over her work. Bendette 
was teaching her to knit stockings, and no 
other occupation could have become her 
better. Great the contrast between work- 
woman and task — the neat head with its 
shining hair, beautifully formed cheek and 
throat, and huge, not too well formed stock- 
ing of coarsest yarn, suggesting woodeu 
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shoes and labors afield. Eldred looked 
sometimes younger, sometimes older, when 
she smiled, always another being. 

** It will please me very much," he replied. 
** Bendette's French is an alpenstock, to be 
thrown away when done with ; the pastor's 
will prove a possession for life. I should 
like to get at your real reason for objecting." 
**Dear child!" he thought, **if I play the 
tyrant, forgive, forgive. We must under- 
stand each other, be the cost what it may." 

** I always do as you wish. Inclinations are 
not to be accounted for," Eldred answered, 
evidently anxious to change the conversation. 
Then, girlishly petulant and provoking, she 
held out her work at arm's length. 

**Why should I find a coarse homespun 
peasant's stocking the most interesting thing 
in life just now ? " 

Rugden smiled, and with him a smile was 
transformation. The cynical laugh disfigured 
him in Eldred's eyes ; the smile wiped out 
all blemishes, rendered him adorable. She 
could not account for the miracle, so indeed 
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it seemed to her. Two Rugdens there cer- 
tainly were, and of the one she liked least 
she saw least. 

** Ever to be envied Eldred, whose wishes 
soar no higher than a pair of knitting-pins 
and a pound of coarse yarn ! But under- 
stand, neither needles nor wool have really 
anything to do with the matter. It is your 
own mood that makes it appear otherwise. 
Hand over your occupation to your neigh- 
bors, not one out of a thousand but would 
as lief go to the treadmill. The thoughts 
that accompany each click of your pins, each 
skein of yarn, making the minutes fly — ah ! 
offer us these at your own price, and who 
would begrudge the money ? " 

** A girl's thoughts indeed ! " Eldred ex- 
claimed, with playful scorn. ** How valueless 
except to herself ! " 

Not once again could he induce her to 
raise her eyes, those tell-tale eyes ! Plain as 
day the fact, he might sit the morrow — or 
Domesday, might tease, scold, cajole, he 
should obtain nothing by way of explanation. 



VIII 

A DISSERTATION ON LOVE 

After that glimpse of sunshine, the storm- 
cloud ! ** It is always so," mused poor 
Eldred, ready to shed tears. ** We can 
never be happy for five minutes but we 
are punished as wrong-doers." 

Inflexible to his purpose, Rugden insisted 
on the French lessons, and they must begin 
at once. He rarely put off any project for 
an hour if he could avoid it, ever showing 
feverish impatience to appropriate the 
present. A hint at delay seemed almost an 
affront. 

Accordingly next day he set master and 
pupil to work, Miss Tart keeping them 
company. 

The lesson did not begin auspiciously. 
Eldred remained provokingly inert and 
unready, while the young minister was 
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evidently battling with shyness. Hitherto 
Ange had only taught the children of his 
congregation, or from time to time helped 
students in theology ; small marvel that alike 
fault-finding and encouragement halted on 
his lips. At first, as far as he was concerned, 
all seemed to go well. Grammar and com- 
position the teacher had, of course, at his 
fingers* ends. Eldred's automatic attention 
answered the purpose of diligence. 

" I will now read aloud a classic piece," he 
said, cheerfully. ** You shall try your hand 
afterward." 

He too welcomed the prospect of release. 

The selected reading-book was apparently 
harmless enough ; could any be more so than 
the fables of La Fontaine ? Yet the very first 
lighted on put master and scholar out of coun- 
tenance ; the story of Romeo and Juliet would 
hardly have proved more disconcerting. Half 
a dozen words in ** The animals sick of the 
plague " — matchless Ijne of matchless apo- 
logue — can indeed melt any audience to tears. 

The pastor was no tragedian, no elocu.- 
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tionist, but with most of his country-people 
he knew how a French masterpiece should 
be read. The pathos of the opening lines 
was well given. When he came to that 
touch, so simple yet so effective, the climax 
in a great tragedy, the master-stroke in a 
picture of awful desolation, 

" No more love, hence no more joy," 

the rich, sweet, somewhat pensive voice of 
the young man changed perceptibly, the 
healthful glow of his cheeks deepened ; for 
an instant he ventured to glance at his com- 
panion. Eldred did not look up, but was 
conscious of her teacher's embarrassmeat 
She bent forward, as if more closely to follow 
the text and seize its meaning. And did 
he wilfully misread the action, or was he 
deceived ? Once more, and yet more feel- 
ingly, he gave forth the line, 

" No more love, hence no more joy." 

Could any maiden have missed its import 
from such a master's lips ? Eldred colored. 
The lesson had become an ordeal. 
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Happily, Lamenta's interposition was at 
hand. But imperfectly acquainted with 
French, she nevertheless caught the word 
so exquisitely pronounced, so necessarily 
emphasized, so brimful of romantic sugges- 
tion. As a ferret unearths a rat, a cat smells 
a mouse, she pounced upon the offending 
symbol, tossing, baiting, worrying it, with 
relentless malignity. 

"Really, sir," she began, laying violent 
hands upon the little volume, her vivacity 
atoning for lack of vocabulary — ** really, 
sir, one might suppose from your choice of 
subject, that none had ever been treated of 
in literature but love. 

Lamenta pronounced the French equiva- 
lent wonderfully well. 

" If you were a German, teaching Eldred 
that odiously harsh tongue in which one 
word sounds no better than another, I should 
not offer the faintest objection. French is 
wholly another matter. In French you may 
as well out with perdition at once as the 
word love." 

6 
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Not in the least mollified by Ange's meek 
submission and Eldred's deprecatory look, 
she went on more viciously than before : 

** I should have supposed that in a country 
like this, where everything is done by rote 
and rule, there would be proper reading- 
books for young ladies on all subjects — 
history, travels, biography, and so forth. 
But love, forsooth ! love " 

The pastor now tried to edge in a word, 
Eldred whispered timid expostulation. The 
Cato in petticoats continued : 

** Among Protestants, too, who plume 
themselves — with how much reason I leave 
others to say — on their superior morals ! 
Upon my word, I am amazed ! — not at you, 
sir ; my remarks are not meant to be at all 
personal, do not suppose so for a moment. 
But to think that in a pious community, 
among well-conducted folks, living at the 
world's end, the only literature handy should 
be of this kind ! Prose or poetry, no matter 
which, perpetually harping upon love " 

At this juncture the door was opened, and 
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Rugden appeared, his expression more than 
usually critical and alert. 

He broke in jocosely : 

" Hoity toity, toity turn ! who could have 
imagined that a fable about rabbits and hares, 
dicky-birds and pussy-cats, should create such 
a commotion ? But the moral to be deduced 
from this incident, much respected Miss 
Tart, my dear sir, Eldred child ; now for the 
moral Use any love story as a text-book 
you please, sir " 

Lamenta tried to put in an indignant pro- 
test. He went on : 

** Balzac, Dumas, Victor Hugo, no matter 
whose " 

Again Lamenta interposed ; but he paid 
no heed. 

** La Duchesse de Langeais, Ndtre Dame de 
Paris — anything when instructing this young 
lady," he said, pointing to Eldred ; ** you 
have my full permission to have recourse to 
these or any other of their kindred. But " 
— here he glanced teasingly at Lamenta — 
" pray be cautious when you take M.\s$» T'actX. 
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in hand. Love, you must know, has no 
meaning for us slowly-matured Northerners 
till we are — I am here speaking for myself, 
Lamenta — ^well, till we are anyhow well out 
of the school-room. As a rule, and speaking 
roughly, we remain incorrigibly unromantic, 
devoid of sentiment as sixpenny dolls, till we 
are grown up and something more." 

The joke cleared the air for two, Ange 
could not forbear a laugh, Eldred took up 
her book ; only Lamenta seemed halting 
between two humors. She made an attempt 
at merriment, censoriousness were out of 
place; but no smiles came at her bidding. 
Taking refuge in the captiousness expected 
of her, she declared that Mr. Rugden was 
very kind and the pastor uncommonly oblig- 
ing, but that she had no wish to .improve her 
acquaintance with the French tongue, or in- 
deed of any other. One more than sufficed 
for all she had to say about the world in 
general and the other sex in particular. 

** Humph ! I won't gainsay you there," 
Rugden said, making a grimace. ** And now 
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proceed with your lesson, my good sir. 
Allow me to listen to your prelection, and 
to become for the moment your pupil." 

The pastor readily fetched a second copy 
of La Fontaine, and reseated himself with 
evident relief. To him, as to Eldred, the 
intrusion had brought composure ; he was 
once more entirely at his ease. 

The beautiful girl beside him was again 
his pupil, nothing more. Miss Tart might 
be provocative, biting ; Rugden's presence 
disarmed her, she could not do further mis- 
chief. 

Strange that one whose being was but 
another name for unrest, who himself tasted 
briefest intervals of mental or bodily repose, 
should exercise such a spell ! Yet so it was, 
only on Lamenta the charm worked differ- 
ently. Did the pair hate each other, Eldred 
would wonder artlessly ? That could hardly 
be. Trust of a surety does not go with hate, 
and of Rugden's confidence in her chaperon, 
of Miss Tart's absolute reliance on their pro- 
tector, she had daily proof. 
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But there were occasions — this was one — 
on which an idle jest, a freakful mood on his 
part, seemed to drive Lamenta to despera- 
tion. While her companions now threw 
heart and soul into the French reading, one 
fable after another being read, commented 
upon, enjoyed, she sat apart preoccupied and 
crestfallen. A piece of needlework was in 
her hands. She plied her implements 
viciously. Each stitch, each snip, appeared 
to relieve, as if it were the heart of deadliest 
enemy thus lacerated. And once, when the 
fire needed no attention whatever, she 
jumped from her seat and made a stir with 
tongs and poker, while she did so a tear 
streaming down her flushed cheek. 

** What a rejuvenating half-hour we have 
spent, thanks to you, sir," Rugden said, 
when the reading was over. ** May we have 
many more before the melting of the snow ! " 

The young minister walked to the window 
and looked out. 

** If I am not mistaken, we may look for 
a speedy change of weather. I hear, too. 
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that the baths of Uscot, your destination, 
are to be opened earlier this year " 

He stopped short, with an embarrassed 
look. 

** You are not anxious to be rid of us, I 
trust ? " asked Rugden. 

The ladies were now playing battledore 
and shuttlecock on the upper landing. 

"On the contrary, I do assure you " 

"You would like to know a little more 
about us, eh ? " Rugden said. " I quite 
understand. Close the door, then ; or better 
still, come to my room — what I am saying ? 
— ^your room, our room, and let us confabu- 
late over a cigarette." 



IX 



CALLS OF DESTINY 



Ange settled himself in an arm-chair and 
puffed away, expecting only an every-day 
narrative. 

**You more than eccentric John Bulls!" 
he thought. ** So nimbly do you drop upon 
out-of the-way spots, that we might fancy 
your foggy island hung pendulum-wise in 
the very centre of the globe." 

The young minister was not of a humor- 
ous turn, but as certain bodies emit electric 
sparks, so certain characters endow others 
with their superfluous pleasantry. In Rug- 
den's company Ange not only realized the 
saving grace of a joke ; he even found him- 
self uttering witticisms. 

** You have most likely wondered at many 
things," Rugden began, **our antecedents, 
our relationships, our movements. Whence 
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came we, who we are, whither are we bound 
• — these queries I have read in your counte- 
nance many times." 

The young man held out one hand and 
heartily wrung that of his guest. 

** Without a shade of mistrust, pray be- 
lieve that." 

** Singularity, you take it, goes with good 
morals, eh ? Or perhaps you believe in the 
traditional respectableness we Britishers ad- 
vertise with such ostentation ? Well, why 
should we not ? Very likely our manners 
are no worse than those of our neighbors. 
Joking apart, your friendly- reception has 
deeply touched me ; I hope to repay it with 
interest " 

** Not a word of obligation, I entreat. It 
distresses me to think how much, on the 
contrary, I am already in your debt. This 
poor accommodation and frugal board ap- 
praised on the scale of Swiss hotels ! Your 
generosity in the least little detail putting 
me out of countenance ; myself, my servants, 
become your guests " 



90 THE CURB OF HONOR 

** Bagatelles not worth thinking about," 
Rugden interrupted. "A man, were he a 
millionaire, is ever beholden to him who 
gives what money cannot buy; of shelter, 
meat, drink, I do not now speak, but of 
matters far more important. In you I have 
found the very friend I needed. Your 
acquaintance — may I say friendship ? — has 
solved for me a weighty, a tremendous, a 
heart-rending problem. Eldred " 

Rugden was one of those pitiless observ- 
ers whom nothing escapes. He noted the 
young man's look of reined-in yet intense 
expectation, the affected nonchalance with 
which he shook the ashes from his cigarette, 
the barely perceptible change of color. His 

« 

own face also betrayed varying mood, with- 
in a few seconds he flinched, triumphed, be- 
came buoyant, aghast. 

**We will talk of Eldred presently," he 
continued, evidently thankful to defer the 
crowning confidence. **I have first some- 
thing to say about myself." 

He sat at his ease, his bulky frame filling 
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a capacious arm-chair, and not thus betray- 
ing imperfections ; the fine head seemed to 
sink among the cushions deeper than most 
men's, the lower limbs to require less space, 
that was all. It was seldom that he ap- 
peared to recollect disadvantages which 
would have made monomaniacs of some, 
seldomer still that he alluded to them ; now, 
indeed, he did glance from himself to his 
companion. 

** You see what I am,'* he went on, ** little 
better than a torso, a dwarf, a humpback, by 
your side — excuse the irresistible comparison 
— Silenus hobnobbing with Apollo ! But 
take my word for it " — here he pointed from 
shoulder to ankles — "these uncouthnesses 
have never prevented me from doing my 
self-appointed work. Would they hinder 
anyone worth his standing ground ? " 

He paused, and resumed more energetic- 
ally than before : 

** The unhandicapped — are they not tell- 
able on the fingers ? I do not regard 
myself as anything of a martyr ; there \s^ 
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however, a limit to all things human. A 
man may work against time while plagued 
with mortal sickness, torn to pieces by con- 
flicting duties ; without time — ^which means 
everything — capacities, tools, opportunities 
are naught. He has nothing to do but 
sleep — and sleep — and sleep ! " 

Looks will make clear truths too terrible 
to be put into words, and* was it mere haz- 
ard or consummate acting, sudden spasm of 
pain or pretence? As he spoke, Rugden 
grew ghastly, haggard, shrunken, his clothes 
seemed to hang about him loosely ; a human 
wreck was there, only one strong wave more 
needed to sweep it from earthly ken ! 

The young pastor started to his feet, horri- 
fied. His visitor's dark riddle was read at a 
glance. He had then been hitherto deaf, 
blind, callous beyond belief. In this enliv- 
ening, engrossing stranger, at times so cyn- 
ical, yet evidently so warm-hearted, he had 
welcomed one under the shadow of the 
tomb. As he gazed, he surely read on Rug- 
den's stolid face the seal of death ! 
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** I have stated my case," the Englishman 
continued, calmly. ** I am a sick, I should 
say a dying man. You, by your calling ren- 
dered familiar with infirmity and dissolution, 
must have dimly guessed the truth." 

Ange shook his head. 

The other went on composedly, as if self 
did not so much as enter into the narrative : 

**I naturally give only best moments to 
my friends, and your Diderot is the author of 
my favorite axiom, * Those who suffer cause 
sufferings in others.' Compassion I have 
ever shunned. Still, I imagined — but no 
matter, I am all the better pleased to have 
hoodwinked you with the rest. Besides, 
there was no immediate hurry," he added, 
with a grim smile. ** The doctors graciously 
accord me a year ; if I beg to differ from 
them to my own disadvantage, so much the 
worse for myself. Twelve months or as 
many weeks, the odds are not great ; I will, 
of course, get the first if I can. That is the 
reason — one reason — ^why I came here. The 
little spa of your valley is to replace certaia 
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German waters which have hitherto just kept 
me going. Moreover, your Pyrenean climate 
has been especially recommended to me ; 
I can no longer breathe in England. But 
there were other motives for coming to the 
world's end. Eldred " 

Once more Rugden stopped short, and 
once more Ange winced under the scrutiny. 
Both for the moment stood in awe of each 
other, the elder man quailing before a confi- 
dence that seemed his own death-warrant, the 
younger trembling in presence of destiny. 
Rugden*s penetrating glance and solemn 
emphasis were not to be misinterpreted ; the 
host of a few weeks had not only become 
his close friend and ally; in him he recog- 
nized the arbiter of fate. 

** Eldred " — Rugden began again, a won- 
derful change coming over his features as he 
pronounced the word. The pious who turn 
suddenly from a newspaper to the reading of 
Scripture show no swifter transition ; care- 
less every-day look and voice in a moment 
changed to reverence and love, the whole 
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being lifted to another plane. "Over the 
life of that sweet girl also hangs a dark 
shadow." He went on hurriedly: 

" I need not enter into minute particulars 
now. Enough for you to know that my 
daughter by adoption " — the obnoxious words 
were jerked out as if they scalded his tongue 
— "ward, protegee, call her what you please, 
but for me is alone in the world. Neither 
kith nor kin, Eldred Eden will nevertheless 
inherit no inconsiderable portion of my wealth. 
She may be regarded as an heiress. You, I 
know, are disinterested, money has evidently 
few allurements for you ; who fitter, therefore, 
to be the steward of her fortunes ? " 

Ange listened as one in a dream. The 
words he hearkened to, apparently assented 
to, seemed all the while make-believe and 
illusion. *A few minutes later and the spell 
would surely yield, he should wake up to 
find nothing changed since yesterday. 

" It is not only single-mindedness, honesty, 
devotion, I am thinking of," Rugden added. 
" Every orphan girl amply dowered stands 
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in need of these. My Eldred must have 
something more. Her protector must be 
like your national knight, the Breton without 
fear and without reproach ! " 

An expression of infinite tenderness stole 
over his rugged features, his voice almost 
died away in a sob, as he got out : 

** No need for me to put to you such a 
question as might well be pardoned in 
passionately fond father, brother, friend, on 
behalf of daughter, sister, beloved ! You are 
honest, your soul is clean ; as sweet a maiden 
as the sun shines upon may trust you en- 
tirely. Woo her, win her! Let me pass 
under the dark portal with the full assurance 
that Eldred's happiness is safe." 

" I have no answer to make," faltered the 
young minister. " Your goodness confounds 
me. I hope, too, that the gloomy forebod- 
ings concerning yourself are groundless. 
There is marvellous hea;ling in this air " 

" Tut, tut, tut ! " answered Rugden. Not- 
ing his companion's discomposure, he rose, 
and laid an encouraging hand on his shoulder. 



CALLS OF DESTINY 97 

" Put me out of your thoughts altogether. 
Think only of her and of the good fortune in 
store for you. I imagine," he added, smil- 
ingly, " in that light you regard it ? " 

" Can I venture so much as to hope ? A 
plain, homely man, a humble village pastor, 
aspire to the hand of a fair, delicately-nurt- 
ured, amply-dowered English girl ? " 

For answer, Rugden pointed significantly 
from his host to the small looking-glass 
hanging by the mantelpiece. 

**What are a man's good looks?" Ange 
cried, almost vindictively. With warm 
cheeks and glistening eyes, he added : 

"I feel my inferiority whenever we are 
together ; and perhaps I have wilfully ex- 
aggerated it. Her beauty and winningness 
seemed a pitfall to me from the beginning. 
Better take her away — better we part com- 
pany ere it be too late." 

Again Rugden*s reply was a gesture. Set- 
ting the door ajar, he motioned silence. 
From the corridor came animated sounds, 

girlish laughter, and expostulation inter- 
7 
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mingled with Lamenta's expostulation, racy 
retorts, and mirth-provoking cavils. Eldred 
was evidently in high spirits ; more apparent 
still the unspoiled, artless nature of a girl 
thus easily moved to gayety, thus indepen- 
dent of the world and its gauds. 

** Is that the voice of a siren or a sibyl ? " 
Rugden asked, in an undertone. " But I 
have taken you aback, I see ; you are greatly 
agitated. I will leave you alone; we will 
confer again later." 



X 



SYLPH AND BROWNIE 



The pastor remained motionless as a statue. 
Battledore and shuttlecock went on g^yly 
upstairs. Eldred's playful sallies, Lamenta's 
pungent repartee, reached him where he sat. 
He heard nothing. Cognizance, perception, 
were merged to a focus. He was only 
aware of the perspective opened by Rugden's 
words, ** Woo her, win her ! " 

At first there seemed cruel mockery m 
the bidding. Was he not being lured on to 
the most humiliating fiasco that could be- 
fall a man? No mawkish self-depreciation 
prompted the fear. He knew that intellect- 
ual and social deficiencies admitted of rem- 
edy ; prolonged intercourse with a man after 
Rugden's pattern was in itself an education. 
Misgivings of another kind, and much deeper 
seated, now assailed him. From the ver^ 
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first, without showing hauteur or coquetry, 
Eldred had held aloof. He was not mis- 
taken in this, she ever shunned his society. 
He noted also a self-centredness, a preoccu- 
pation, that must surely betoken deep hidden 
feeling, affections already bestowed. This 
young girl had the easy, unsentimental man- 
ner of a matron or a pious woman who has 
donned the garb of charity and spinsterhood. 
When not cold, she was indifferent ; when 
friendly, she treated him with sisterly un- 
ceremoniousness. Upon one occasion only, 
during the French lesson, had she betrayed 
anything like timidity. To woo, to win her ! 
Oh, for some good genius who would show 
the way ! 

Then came the thought of wealth, social 
position, family advancement, opportunities 
of liberality, were not these prizes also ? He 
had come of modest yet not unlettered stock. 
Perhaps scanty means more than anything 
else had led him to the pastorate. 

Hardly had his mind grasped the notion 
than keen remorse followed. He rose from 
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his chair and shook off the selfish mood as 
an unseemly garment " Self, self," he 
mused, ** is that the only word with which we 
can sum up a man ? Death sits at my table, 
breaks bread with me, and I can dwell on 
love, marriage, and bettered fortunes! If 
only" — "they had never come!" was the 
thought in his mind, but he dismissed it as 
poltroonery. Eldred and Rugden might 
bring dire calamity or blissful fate. Hazards 
must be confronted boldly. For the. present 
he had no right to think of himself. 

Nothing exhilarates more than an unbos- 
oming, and at dinner Rugden's gayety was 
more oppressive to his host than any moodi- 
ness could have been. He was in the hu- 
mor, too, that roused Eldred to rebellion. 
There were turns of expression, tones of 
voice, that made her shrink from him, for 
the moment dislike him. In his most satur- 
nine moments Rugden never forgot his ob- 
ligations to youth and guilelessness. If his 
sarcasms wounded and his railleries stung, 
it was because he nicely hit Qff the fovhk,^ 
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rather than the vilenesses of human nature ; 
because he jested with theories sacred in her 
eyes, never with duties and relationships. 

** I have been thinking to-day," he began, 
" that much may be said for the heathen — or 
the modern agnostic. Well, let us discuss 
the question, purely for discussion's sake. 
Where then, I ask, would be the savor of 
life if human beings in reality lived, as they 
express it, for eternity? Where would be 
the morality of daily existence if our horizons 
were not limited ? Let us narrow the issues 
to a point Men and women have loved 
each other — I speak of affection generally — 
for months, decades, here and there a life- 
time. Let us suppose the deepest, tenderest 
devotion imaginable submitted to the awful 
test of never-endingness. Pile up in our 
minds lifetime upon lifetime, century upon 
century, cycle upon cycle ; compare this love, 
memory, call it what we will, to rose-leaves 
cast upon a river without source and without 
disemboguement, that flows uninterruptedly 
forever and forever. Would half a dozen, 




1 
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think you, float beyond finite distances, 
lengths computed by the yard measure ? " 

** You do not deserve affection !" Eldred 
broke in, warmly. 

All three looked up in amazement. Ange 
had never before found his young guest so 
emphatic. A strange expression came over 
Lamenta's face ; over Rugden^s a stranger still. 
He glanced sharply at his protegee once, 
twice, thrice, then went on, cynical as before : 

" Which is no argument. We will, if you 
please, stick to the argument. Miss Tart, I 
feel sure, is one with me ? " 

Lamenta tossed her head disdainfully. 
Assent was a mood to which she was wholly 
a stranger. 

"Be so good as to leave me out of the 
question," was the sharp reply. ** When I 
argue, it must be with folks who have prin- 
ciples, at least with flesh and blood like my- 
self, not mere abstractions. You talk as if 
you were already a ghost." 

"The very way to be worth listening to. 
Thank you for the compliment. Su^ijose 



I04 THE CURB OF HONOR 

that such were the case, that all of us, every 
soul in the place, were shadows, and that 
only one or two out of the number, whether 
parents, spouses, brethren, friends, had been 
in their lifetime faithfully loved. Think of 
the tremendous disparagement, the measure- 
less inequality to follow ! The happy few 
cared for, caressed, beloved to the end of 
time, throughout eternity, if that expression 
conveys any clearer notion to you ; the rest, 
not only desolate on earth— matter of brief 
privation that — but unbefriended, unmated, 
during life after life, existence after exist- 
ence ! Can the mind conceive such an in- 
justice? No." Here he glanced at La- 
menta. " Let then all of us who have come 
empty-handed from the lottery thank our 
lucky stars. The rose-leaves we eye so 
wistfully bloom and droop in a day. Our 
ephemeral loss is not worth a tear ; no un- 
counted eons of solitude await us beyond 
the tomb." 

Ange now took up the cudgels and battled 
manfully on the behalf of stereotyped opin- 
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ion. The pair were still in animated discus- 
sion when Eldred and her companion rose 
from table. 

Lamenta sat down to the piano. She 
always played and talked when in dread of 
Eldred^s candid speech. A piece of soft, 
monotonous music would be chosen admit- 
ting such an accompaniment, the pianist's 
clear, shrill tones being perfectly audible. 

The shutters had not been fastened, and 
a brilliant moon lighted up the landscape, 
none fairer, none just then hatefuUer in 
Eldred's eyes. As she leaned her face 
against the inner pane, the giant peaks 
seemed to look down mockingly, ready to 
fold close and yet more closely around their 
prisoner. Oh for the sea, the open, wind- 
swept English country, sight of river or 
railway ! Oh for any other scene but this 
rock-shut valley, the snow-tipped summits 
gleaming with cold, electric brilliancy, ram- 
part rising above rampart, passes and defiles 
barring out the world ! 

"How I wish we could get away I" she 
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said, moving toward the piano. ** I do not 
think this place is good for any of us." 

** You find Mr. Rugden's conversation 
less than ever to your taste? Leave him 
alone, then. Talk to Monsieur Ange," came 
Lamenta's answer. 

Eldred waited a moment before replying. 

" You intend to be kind, I know," she said ; 
"so does Mr. Rugden. But you will make 
me hate the pastor with your scheming." 

Lamenta's high-pitched tones were heard 
above her ** Song without Words." 

** Young people never hate each other — 
that is to say, young people in your case. 
Your dislike of our master, I should rather 
say of his speeches, I can understand." 

Eldred's voice was no longer even. 

** If I could only dislike him I should be 
so much happier ! " she cried, passionately ; 
adding, **or feel toward him as you do, I 
mean ; his cynical humors would not wound 
me then." 

What had she said to set Lamenta laugh- 
ing ? Eldred could not guess ; but that low. 
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half-suppressed, unnatural chuckle made her 
shrink from her old governess as she had 
done from Rugden just before. 

** I will tell you what it is, my dear child," 
Lamenta went on, still playing while she 
spoke. **Our scheming, as you call it, is 
nothing more than the wish to keep you 
sane, only another word for happy. Youth 
must have youth to consort with, or it 
becomes abnormal, mummified, fossilized. 
There are natural affinities which keep hu- 
man society right, and this is one. Don't 
wish that you hated your best friend, don't 
wish to hate anyone ; you may do so ere you 
are aware. But you must begin by loving, 
you know." 

Just then they heard the door of the study 
being opened below. The two smokers 
emerged, talking animatedly. 

Lamenta sprang from the piano, and go- 
ing straight to her pupil, whispered : 

** You have yet to learn it — between the 
two, love and hate, the division may be a 
mere thread paper." 



XI 



BURIALS AND BRIDALS 



A FEW days later the travellers beheld from 
their windows the strangest spectacle. The 
frost had broken up, and the vast panorama, 
yesterday a glittering sheet of white, showed 
blotches of green and brown, malachite and 
tortoiseshell alternating with alabaster. 

Winding down from the mountain passes, 
each converging toward the village, now 
came several sable processions, a flight of 
ravens not blacker, more circuitous in its 
movements. Each little train was a counter- 
part of the rest, and each had to make labori- 
ous way through the snow-encumbered de- 
files. Zigzagging, escalading, scaling, at one 
moment making perpendicular lines on the 
white expanse, the next showing curves and 
spirals, they contrived to reach the plain, the 



BURIALS AND BRIDALS 109 

whole falling into rank and file as the high- 
road was reached. 

The mystery now became clear. It was 
an assemblage of rustic funerals, the homely 
palls, the dress of women and bearers, be- 
tokening if not poverty, a life of uncompro- 
mising toil. 

One by one the processions made for the 
Protestant church, halting in a semicircle at 
the door. There was something weird and 
melancholy in these rudely palled coffins, not 
a flower to relieve the sombre monotony, in 
most cases the covering used being a sheet 
of unbleached homespun or a piece of coarse 
black serge. One or two coffins were bare, 
and they too savored as little of the under- 
taker. So rudely had these been fashioned 
that the blotching and bungling evoked a 
shudder. That such crazy constructions 
should have answered the purpose, have been 
slipped down break -neck inclines, pushed 
through snow-choked chasms, dragged over 
stony ways, and yet arrive at their destina- 
tion intact, seemed miraculous. 
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**The poor people!" cried Eldred, as she 
watched the scene, in her warm tweed winter 
dress looking the veriest impersonation of 
youth, freshness, and beauty. **How sad for 
so many to have lost their friends at once ! " 

** I suppose small-pox or cholera is raging 
in these parts," Miss Tart said, coolly. " It 
must indeed be something virulent to kill off 
a dozen a day." 

Rugden, who had been looking on, dis- 
appeared. The bare thought of epidemic 
appalled him on Eldred's account ; he would 
learn the truth without delay. 

"Why funerals should make folks uneasy 
I could never understand," added Lamenta ; 
**nor plague, pestilence, and famine either. 
If life were worth living, if folks were worth 
keeping alive, how different it would be ! — 
My dear Eldred, for Heaven's sake, close 
the door ; you are giving me a frightful cold. 
And remember, there are no doctors within 
twenty miles ; if we fall ill here, die we must." 

Eldred humored her old governess, with a 
smile. Lamenta invariably compassionated 
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herself for being alive. No one stood in 
greater terror of small risks, or less com- 
placently endured trivial ailments. 

Rugden had to wait before obtaining a 
word with his host. The young minister, 
already robed for the coming ceremony, was 
besieged by sad-faced, affectionate parishion- 
ers. Here an ancient woman, enveloped 
from head to foot in the black-hooded cloak 
of her Huguenot ancestresses, held his hand, 
pouring out a tale of suffering and bereave- 
ment ; there, a stalwart herdsman, the deso- 
lation of the widower written in his face, 
eagerly awaited his turn to speak. Now a 
young mother pointed to the tiny coffin of 
her first-bom, unable to get out a syllable, 
the father who had carried it on his shoulders 
across the mountain silently wiping away his 
tears. 

It was one universal scene of mourning, 
not effusive, but all the more pathetic. Such 
sorrow with these dignified peasants seemed 
an accepted feature of daily life, to be taken 
resignedly as taxes and bad harvests. 
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Among these self - controlled yet grief- 
stricken figures the young pastor moved, 
dispensing such comfort as he could — to 
one whispering a word of Scripture, bidding 
another be of good courage, heartening all. 

Under no circumstances could he have 
showed to better advantage. Hoary locks, 
patriarchal beard, and halting gait had hardly 
added to the impressiveness of his look 
and bearing. Ange AUard possessed no 
exaggerated notion of his own calling or 
capacities. He was far from regarding him- 
self as a divinely appointed agent or apostolic 
messenger. By virtue of single-mindedness, 
simplicity, and sweet temper, be thus influ- 
enced his humbler neighbors. Some might 
compare him, in his candor, affectionateness, 
and beauty, to that disciple whom Jesus 
loved. Free as was possible from morbid 
self - depreciation, he yet often wondered 
whether indeed he earned the two thousand 
francs constituting his stipend. 

**My dear friend," Rugden said at last, 
contriving to pluck his sleeve, ** for Heav- 
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en's sake, what is the meaning of so many- 
funerals in a day? I am not thinking of 
myself, of course, but of her." He waved 
his hand in the direction of the parsonage 
window from which Eldred looked out. 
** Some fell disease is surely making ravages 
among your flock ? " 

** You do not understand our climate, I 
see," Ange replied, smiling gravely. "These 
good people — Protestants scattered about 
the country — had buried their dead tempo- 
rarily in the snow. They were obliged to 
await a thaw before getting here, no other 
Reformed church being in the department." 

Hardly knowing what impulse moved 
him, Rugden followed the long solemn pro- 
cession within. The paraphernalia of the 
grave had no repellence for him. He was 
already familiar with death, stoically con- 
fronting the final roll-call. 

He was thinking now of rustic life in these 
remote regions, calling up moving scenes — 
the rude planing and hammering of coffins 
in family kitchen, women at a pinch forced 

8 
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into heart-breaking carpentry, prayers, tearful 
adieux, last fond looks ere the consignment 
to temporary resting-place. 

Within a stone's throw of the family 
dwelling, at the very doors of the bereaved 
ones, in their sepulchre of snow, had rested 
the beloved dead weeks, it might possibly be 
months, before could take place that first 
resurrection, doubtless to many symbol of the 
final uprising to come. 

** After all," mused the Englishman, as he 
gazed at the manly, toil-worn faces around, 
"wherein consists any special sadness ? Our 
friends lie at the bottom of ocean, under 
antipodean soil, or close to our fireside win- 
dows. Tis all one. Death under all cir- 
cumstances dodges our footsteps, looks over 
our shoulders ; we cannot shake off his 
dreaded, yet how often beneficent, summons. 
These mountaineers and dalesfolk, I dare 
aver, sorrowed rather than felt relief at being 
compelled to disinter their friends and dese- 
crate the domestic God*s acre." 

The incident and ceremony nevertheless 
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saddened him. With sombre brows and lips 
that looked unable to smile, he conjured up 
a companion picture. Gradually the scene 
around him became shadowy and unreal, he 
saw only with the mind's eye. Again the 
little church was draped with black, and again * 
Ange was reciting the ritual for the dead. 
Instead of many mourners, two women only 
wept beside the bier — ^the first, young, fair, 
untried ; her companion, middle - aged, of 
captious yet honest aspect, doubtless in all 
sincerity deploring an open-handed employer. 

And Eldred ? 

The dreamer relentlessly interrogated that 
tear-wet face his fancy had conjured up, 
scrutinized the half-veiled features, took ac- 
count of every sob. Had she indeed cared 
for him a little ? Would his death embitter 
her life ? 

** Cannot I make some excuse and be 
gone ? " he mused ; ** under some plausible 
pretext or other, get farewells over for once 
and for all ? Yet the doctors declare, for- 
sooth, that the mountain spa whither I am. 
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bound may prolong my days, and if she is hur- 
ried away with Lamenta now, when would 
the pair meet again ? Eldred and Ange ! " 

He glanced at the figure in the reading- 
desk, and set Eldred's beside it as a com- 
panion picture. The young pastor had 
never looked more beautiful, or worthier of 
his darling. In spite of manly form and a 
robust out-of-door look, a certain boyish 
candor and simplicity marked him from 
other men. He looked as if he had lived 
without sin, another Nathaniel in whom 
there was no guile. What most struck Rug- 
den was his utter freedom from self-con- 
sciousness. 

" Could these two be brought to care for 
each other, love each other ? " was the 
thought in Rugden's mind. Orphaned, sis- 
terless, brotherless, nameless, without fault 
of her own shut out of society, what haven 
remained for his Eldred but fireside peace 
and security ? 

Following out these fancies, he saw be- 
fore him another scene. Sepulchral gloom 
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no longer enveloped the little church ; flow- 
ers garlanded communion-table and altar ; 
instead of dirge and requiem the organ 
pealed forth joyous wedding march ; village- 
folk in gala dresses, children bearing posies, 
made a pictorial congregation ; and in the 
midst, all eyes beaming upon her, moved his 
Eldred. She had cast off mourning weeds, 
and wore white veil and myrtle wreath, as 
beseemed a bride. The golden rays of sum- 
mer shone on her face, that inner sunlight 
he knew so well, the sunlight of a smile, 
transforming every feature as she encoun- 
tered the adoring look of the bridegroom. 

Ange, too ! Would not the blissfulness 
of such a lot transform him, bringing out 
the intensity of a nature unconscious of its 
own depth ? Would not enlarged fortunes 
open wider mental horizons, develop latent 
faculties and worthy ambitions ? The pastor- 
ate is no longer a bar to social advancement 
in France. A man of character, attainments, 
fortune, may make his mark nowadays in 
spite of the cassock. 
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Ange and Eldred — Eldred and Ange ! 
The names repeated themselves rhythmically 
in his ear. 

But away with this dreary castle-building ! 
In his case, sufficient for the day the evil 
thereof. 

All must die ! To have reached middle 
life, to have accomplished a good half of 
what we set our hands to do, leaving behind 
us an honored, or at least an unblemished 
name, should satisfy the reasonable. Few 
indeed do more, fewer still attain the crown- 
ing desire, by their crying bring down the 
moon ! 



XII 



HEROIC 



That afternoon Eldred avoided her chap- 
eron, and kept Bendette company. The 
events of the day had saddened her. The 
old woman, on the contrary, after returning 
from church and doffing Sunday clothes, was 
cheerfulness itself. Funerals she regarded as 
the only legitimate feasts of life. In spite of 
her sixty-five years, corrugations, and mus- 
cles knobbed with toil, she had a soft rosy 
spot on either cheek ; child-like contentment 
and ingenuousness shone from her blue eyes ; 
the round, homely face, framed with frilled 
white cap, was lovable. Her appearance in- 
spired respect : the coarse serge petticoat 
was in good repair ; the cotton bedgown, or 
loose jacket, scrupulously clean ; the stout 
stockings, knitted by herself, darned and re- 
darned. 
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** You dear, good, cheerful woman ! " cried 
Eldred, fondling the rough hands. 

** Woman or man, I never think of what I 
am," laughed the old peasant, good-natured- 

ly. 

** Oh, Bendette ! Not even on Sundays, 
when you wear your best gown, gay silk ker- 
chief, and black cloth cloak with the hood ? " 

** Not I, my dear. Tis all one to the like 
of us." 

" But when you were young, Bendette ? 
You liked to wear fine clothes and be ad- 
mired then, I am sure ? " 

** Too long ago ! " was the reply, with a 
shake of the head. ** I have forgotten that I 
was ever a girl or young. Look at my mar- 
ketings," she added gayly, turning to the 
dresser. 

There was not a vestige of regret or feel- 
ing as Bendette made this reply, not a trace 
of envy as she glanced at the carefully 
guarded, softly nurtured young English lady. 
Yet that forgotten girlhood had been ro- 
mance and tragedy. She too was once fresh 
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as a rose — alas ! to be plucked, for a mo- 
ment rejoiced in, then cast aside. 

All was lost sight of now ; the transitory 
joy, the recollection of suffering and shame, 
wiped out as with a sponge. Food, shelter, 
kind treatment, did duty for happiness. A 
good supply of vegetables for the family 
soup was now more to her than all the love 
and passion in the world. 

** Just behold them ! " she said, her eyes 
brightening as she spoke. ** What salads, 
leeks, carrots, celery ! Ah, we shall have a 
good potage to-morrow ! " 

The thaw of the last few days had freed 
bridle-paths, and from beyond the Spanish 
frontier were now brought daily supplies. 
The dresser blazed with color. A glorious 
display of mineral seemed here rather than a 
basketful from market garden ; shafts of 
cinnabar, flakes of cyanide, cubes of sul- 
phate, their clean-cut, clean-washed orange 
and crimson, purple and emerald, bewilder- 
ing the eye, Relieving this superabundance 
of color came the asparagus, smooth, lustrous 
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ivory, just tinted with violet, each stem per- 
fect as sculptured caducean. 

** Let me help you." 

Eldred blithely adjusted one of Bendette's 
coarse linen aprons, and the pair became 
busy as bees. 

Preparations for the day's dinner and the 
morrow's soup were far advanced, when 
Bendette put into her pupil's hand a basket 
of silvery wickerwork ; first she filled it with 
waxen green lettuce leaves, then laughingly 
pointed to the pump outside the kitchen door. 

The next moment Eldred was wholly ab- 
sorbed in her new task, now holding her 
basket under a jet of water, now swinging it 
gently to and fro. A charming picture she 
made while thus occupied, the background 
of snowy landscape setting off radiant face, 
warm red winter dress, and silvery wicker- 
work. Just then, before she had time to 
escape, a wild figure burst into the kitchen. 
Covered from head to feet with snow and 
mud, blood streaming from his forehead, his 
complexion pale to ghastliness, the young 
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pastor was hardly recognizable. He looked 
^ fresh from some dire encounter, as one who 
has escaped from hand-to-hand death-struggle 
with bare life. 

" Saints in heaven, Monsieur Ange ! " — 
thus Bendette ever styled one she had dan- 
dled as a babe on her knee — " what is the 
matter ? " As she spoke, the bellows dropped 
from her trembling hands, her face crim- 
soned with suspense. 

Eldred, taken aback too, durst not come 
forward ; for a moment she took shelter in 
the woodshed just outside the kitchen. 

The young man staggered to a chair, and 
put his hand to his heart. 

** Let me fetch a drop of cordial," Ben- 
dette said, making what haste she could to 
reach the topmost shelf of the cupboard. ** I 
have it ! The green Chartreuse, that they 
say revives the dead. Just swallow a tea- 
spoonful ; never mind the burning. You be- 
gin to look yourself again. Ah, those bears ! " 

Ange swallowed the tiny potion, a few 
drops at a time, then sprang to his feet. 
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** No, no, Bendette, there are no bears in 
the case to-day. But, quick, fetch me my 
cash-box." 

**You are not going out again in this 
plight, wet to the marrow-bones, your face 
bleeding, mudded from top to toe ! Why, 
you are a scarecrow, a hobgoblin to look at, 
enough to frighten the very pigs ! " cried the 
old woman, attempting to remove his sodden 
overcoat. 

He resisted gently. 

** By and by, in an hour's time I will be 
back again; but the money-box, Bendette, 
fetch it quickly, please. Only think, our 
poor old Fran9ois and Anna are ruined " 

" Blessed Mary, have pity on us ! " ejacu- 
lated Bendette, with an awestricken face. 

**The catastrophe we feared long ago, that 
overhanging rock, Bendette — ^why were they 
not induced to move ? — an avalanche brought 
it down this morning. They were rescued, 
how I don't know " 

Bendette lifted her eyes piously to heaven 
and crossed herself. 
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" The Virgin be praised ! — not the first 
miracle she has wrought for us. But Lu- 
cette, Monsieur Ange, Lucette? Is she 
safe and well ? And Dorine — oh, my pretty 
Dorine ! " 

The pastor shook his head sadly. 

** Perished ? The two ? As good a milker 
as you would find for miles round, and such 
a beauty to took at. Dorine, too, she loved 
me dearly ; and there wasn't such a thrifty 
goat in the place, not a blade of grass es- 
caped her " 

While thus murmuring and weeping, the 
old woman had hobblingly fetched the cash- 
box. Ange with impatient fingers counted 
his money. 

"Twenty, thirty, forty, sixty francs and 
seventy -five centimes," he said, ruefully. 
** Stay, I must have made a mistake ; I have 
surely more money by me. Ah ! the two hun- 
dred francs Mr. Rugden paid me last week 
went for St^phan's expenses at Montauban." 

St^phan was a young brother preparing 
for the ministry. 
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He again surveyed his little hoard with 
blank looks. 

"You are going to give away sixty-five 
francs ? " asked the aghast Bendette. 

To her intense dismay, Ange now pro- 
duced his purse, piece by piece recounting 
the contents of the cash-box. 

"You are going to give them sixty-five 
f rancs ?" again asked Bendette. Her heart 
overflowed with Christian charity, but there 
are limits to all things. SucTi a donation 
savored of suicidal prodigality and reckless- 
ness. 

" If I only had five hundred — five hundred 
francs ! " 

All this time Eldred waited in the wood- 
lodge, unwillingly condemned to the part of 
eavesdropper and espier. She had seen the 
pastor's abrupt entrance, had heard his pit- 
eous story, the counting and recounting of 
the money, his final ejaculation, "Had I 
only five hundred francs ! " So pathetically, 
even passionately, were the words uttered, 
that they endowed the wish and its object 
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with the movingness of tragedy. Eldred 
was thrilled by this cry of grief and sympa- 
thy. Without a melodramatic touch the pas- 
tor had showed himself in the light of a hero. 

Quick as lightning, a consolatory thought 
flashed across her mind. She confronted 
mishap in her own power to relieve ! 

She sprang into the kitchen. 

** I have as much money as you want. It 
will make me so happy to help the poor 
people," she said, producing her purse. 

He stammered out excuses, fain to resist 
the largess. Then an incident occurred that 
made both for the moment oblivious of all 
else, turning Ange into adoring lover, Eldred 
into blushing coquette. 

Determined to have her way, she thrust 
the purse into his palm, as she did so, press- 
ing over it his own reluctant yet how willing 
fingers ! 

The smiling, tearful struggle lasted a few 
seconds only, but long enough to alter their 
relations for once and for all. That momen- 
tary hand-clasp — Eldred's hand soft and 
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white, his own sunburnt, sinewy, muscular as 
a man's should be — revealed to each a new 
world and a new self. 

And a new danger! While Eldred 
shrank into herself, Ange welcomed her 
timidity, encouraged his own boldness. 
Transport defied the disfigurements of acci- 
dent and weather. Besmeared, dishevelled, 
blood-stained, depressed, hardly recognizable 
a moment before, joy restored, beautified, 
up-buoyed him. Fatigue and anxiety were 
forgotten. Life could never again be com- 
monized, his own individuality made to look 
mean, the work-a-day world unvisited by 
miracle ! 



PART II -SPRING 



XIII 

A GREWSOME JEST 

Strange yet true ! the awakening of spring 
in such beautiful regions is more keenly ap- 
preciated by beast-kind than human folk. 
All the poetry of the renascent earth is with 
flocks, herds, winged and feathered things, 
amorous creatures that low, carol, buzz, and 
hum. Prosaically the shepherd rejoices at 
sight of rain-washed pastures ; as matter-of- 
fact the husbandman's contentment in sprout- 
ing corn. The wild exuberance, the more 
than joy of liberated ox and stallion, the 
meek, one is tempted to say, pious, thankful- 
ness of sheep and goat, the jubilation of the 
birds — ^what words intense enough to describe 
these? From end to end of valley, from 

9 
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platform to platform of mountain-top, reigns 
an ecstasy outside the domain of man, and 
with which he has nothing to do. Amid such 
scenes we dwindle to mere aliens and on- 
lookers ; not for us has spring re-created the 
world, but for the denizens of wood, forest, 
and river. 

Awakening of another and wholly material 
kind animates certain spots ; with the melt- 
ing of the snows and upspringing of flowers 
each little inland spa becoming a veritable 
beehive. So vigorous and wholesale are the 
preparations for the tourist season, that, 
roughly speaking, only walls, roof, and chim- 
neys are left standing. Every piece of fur- 
niture, no matter its cumbersomeness, is 
dragged abroad to be scoured, aired, sweet- 
ened. With such energy is the business car- 
ried on, that a stranger must have imagined 
himself in a place recently devastated by 
pestilence. 

On the first spring day, Rugden and his 
charges drove to their original destination 
and proposed summer resort. 
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** It is not at all likely that we shall be a 
tenth part so comfortable and happy as with 
our good friend Angel " — he loved thus to 
translate the name — ** but, having paid for so 
much doctor's advice, I am bound to follow 
it, and I want you to see more of the coun- 
try and country-people.*' 

The last sentence was addressed to Eldred, 
who made no reply. A week ago she would 
have hailed the prospect of departure as 
supreme deliverance. To-day the very no- 
tion of staying on indefinitely would have 
dismayed, yet a counter proposal brought no 
relief, rather a sense of desolation. 

Lamenta jerked out a string of objections 
alike to going, staying, doing, forbearing to 
do, anything. Rugden listened with that odd 
smile of his, betokening which — repugnance 
or enjoyment ? 

** You are — ^well, there is no other word for 
it — ^worth any money, my good Lamenta. 
The divine Socrates would have divorced 
Xantippe for your sake. Don't reluct at the 
delicate imputation ! I have ever believed 
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that his wife's argumentative turn was the 
making of him, the real root of' his great- 
ness." Then he added, with something of 
her own tone, ** Of course we are arrant fools 
to be driving hither; we should have been 
brainless idiots to remain where we were. It 
is the acme of folly to travel under any cir- 
cumstances ; at the same time, those who 
never budge from the fireside are only fit for 
a madhouse. A trifling objection to your 
way of regarding things is its difficulty of 
application. Even the Quietists could not 
put such theories into practice, transform 
themselves into plump, unctuous heathen 
godlets, made to squat and smirk." 

The scenes they passed through were 
heavenly beautiful. What a transformation 
of the cold, white, shrouded wintry landscape ! 
Perpetually in their ears, letting itself be 
seen by fits and starts only, murmured their 
own especial river, the brawling stream that 
had accompanied them from the village. 
From time to time they came upon broad 
patches of azure and carmine. Flowers are 
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the first love of artless girlhood, and in her 
delight at gathering hepatica and cyclamen, 
Eldred momentarily forgot the warfare 
within. 

The famous little spa they soon drew near 
had not laid itself out to captivate strangers. 
So completely did the thermal establishment, 
as it was styled, monopolize every inch of 
room just now, that the caliche barely 
moved between the beds, sofas, arm-chairs, 
and carpets put out to air. Not a square 
yard of available space but was appropriated, 
not a man, woman, or child but had been 
pressed into service, the scene being one of 
indescribable bustle and animation. Ap- 
proach was impossible. In addition to carpet- 
beating and wool-picking, a wholesale polish- 
ing of furniture was in process. Chairs and 
tables barricaded the way. 

No sooner did the carriage come to a 
standstill, than one of those ideal landladies 
only met with in France advanced trippingly 
toward the strangers. 

Not a hair out of place, shoe'd and stock- 
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inged with the fastidiousness of an Ellsler, 
she picked her way between bedding and 
furniture, showing as she did so an inch of 
snow-white slip. 

** Pray get down," she said, in the suavest 
manner. **You can inspect the establish- 
ment, even choose rooms if you like ; every- 
thing will be in readiness by the end of the 
week. And I have already an arrival, a party 
of your own country-people." 

Rugden's face fell. His little paradise 
seemed straightway bereft of charm. 

** A charming family — will you allow me 
to lay covers for you all at the same table ? " 
asked the hostess, unmindful of the other's 
discommending look. ** We are rather put 
to it for accommodation just now." 

**As you please," was the sullen reply. 
** Meantime we should like to look at some 
rooms — the best you have." 

So beautiful were the prospects on either 
side, and so democratically uniform the ar- 
rangement of space, that choice seemed 
hardly necessary. One spotlessly clean, 
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rather scantily furnished, cell-like bed-cham- 
ber exactly repeated its fellow, while for 
general purposes of recreation and society 
had been built an enormous salon. 

** Here in the evening the young folks 
dance, their elders playing whist or b^zique 
in the comer," the mistress said. ** Made- 
moiselle would not want amusement when 
once the tourist season has set in." 

The notion seemed to please Rugden. He 
was always reminding himself of the debt 
owed not to Eldred's self but to Eldred's 
youth. The least sign of frolicsomeness in 
her, of craving for gayety, delighted him be- 
yond measure. To his disappointment — 
he was perpetually being disappointed in the 
same way — she looked wholly irresponsive. 
Lamenta's face, on the contrary, testified 
liveliest interest ; misanthrope in words, ap- 
parently ready to boycott every individual of 
the human species, she would yet as lief keep 
fools and knaves company as be left to her 
own. 

*' Well, now for breakfast," Rugden said, 
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cheerfully. The witchery of the place exhil- 
arated him, he felt in the humor to be pleased. 
The long drive, too, had sharpened his appe- 
tite. 

The three had taken their places and un- 
folded their napkins, when English-speaking 
voices outside announced the fellow-guests 
of whom Madame had spoken. Could some 
inventor out-Edison Edison, photographing 
not only words, but the very tones and half- 
tones with which they were uttered, making 
them legible as brevier type, what criminal 
could hope to escape ? Face and figure may 
be disguised, who can alter his utterance ? 

As Rugden caught the sound, a look that 
was quite indescribable came into his face, 
not mere astoundment, disgust, antipathy, 
but the concentration of all these. 

Psychologists have invented a term for 
that rarest of faculties, lightning-like transi- 
tion from thought to deed, the power of put- 
ting instantaneous generalization into act 
With this gift Rugden was endowed ; to-day 
personal equation came to his aid. 
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He had but the fraction of a minute at his 
command, on the threshold were the anath- 
ematized intruders, hesitation of seconds 
only, delay so brief as to be inappreciable by 
the clock, would have betrayed him. Swift- 
er than words can say, he now did an extra- 
ordinary thing. 

It was his habit to wear a plain gold ring 
on a little finger, right or left, indiscrimi- 
nately ; hasty observers might otherwise have 
taken it as a symbol of wedlock, but on 
nearer inspection would have detected the 
difference. Tiny letters curiously engraved 
broke the surface. 

This ring he now drew off, and, with a 
glance that did duty for precisest explana- 
tion, slipped it on the fourth finger of La- 
menta's left hand. 
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** THERE THE EAGLES ARE " 



There entered a family of five, husband, 
wife, and three little girls, all curiously alike, 
the quaint, formal figures of a puppet-show 
hardly more uniform. Straight, lemon- 
colored hair, thin faces, pale blue eyes, 
varied as little as expression. On each face, 
from that of the fifty-year-old father to his 
pinafored daughter of six, was written ex- 
pectation, the wide-eyed, ravenous, remorse- 
less waiting for self-assumed heritage, gold 
and lands of others, but already appropriated 
as their own. 

Rugden rose smilingly, and again took 
refuge in dumb show. Again, too, his pow- 
ers of self-command and expression were 
put to the test. With a wave of the hand 
he now introduced his companions. ** Oh, 
horror ! " said the faces of the new-comers, 
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'* that redoubtable Lamenta, of all women, 
made his wife ; and, of course, the beautiful 
fosterling she had brought up, their adopted 
daughter and heiress ! " 

Enjoyment may take strange forms, and 
perhaps Rugden had rarely enjoyed a more 
exquisite moment. Discomfiture, naked 
and unashamed, was so evident, foiled self- 
ishness so aggressive. The plain gold ring 
on Lamenta's left hand seemed to emit 
blinding rays. As he afterward said, laugh- 
ingly, he expected to see all beg for hand- 
screens. 

** How d'ye do, Joe, Isabella, youngsters ? " 
he said. "Here we are. These ladies — " 
as he spoke, pointing to Lamenta and her 
charge — ** I need not introduce, they speak 
for themselves. I suppose you have come 
for the cure ? " he added, addressing himself 
to the bronzed, broad-shouldered athlete 
heading the party. He knew that his cousin 
was sound as an apple 

**We are anxious for our little girls to 
learn French," replied Mrs. Need, in cool- 
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ness and aplomb a match for Rugden him- 
self. '* Gladys, Ethelinda, Beatrice " — strange 
how exquisite names fasten themselves to 
ill-favored children ! — ** kiss Cousin RoUo." 

Rugden made rough excuse. He had no 
love of children in general, or of kissing, and 
these three, without fault of their own, had 
been made to wear the aspect of Fates ; he 
used to say that he heard the whirr of the 
spindle, the tapping of the fatal wand, and 
the click of scissors in their presence. The 
little women had imbibed one fixed notion 
from babyhood — their wealthy, ailing bache- 
lor relation was to die ere long, and enrich 
them to their hearts' content. 

While Joe was trying to recover himself, 
Isabella turned to her new relations. She 
was an over-sized, well-dressed, good-looking 
woman, who could do odious things in the 
airiest, most delightful manner. Finessing 
was hardly the word for her mode of action , 
a shade more of tact and artifice, and she 
might have proved a success. 

Paradoxical as it may sound, nevertheless 



''THERE THE EAGLES ARE^" 141 

nothing is truer than that marriages often 
concern outsiders much more than bride and 
bridegroom. Had Rugden taken to himself 
a wife years before, the change in his man- 
ner of existence would not perhaps have 
been radical ; he would have worked, trav- 
elled, mixed with his compeers as before. 
But to thriftless and impoverished next-of- 
kin, wedlock of rich bachelor or spinster is 
ruin, a death-blow, to golden hopes, and 
crushing of carefully - laid plans. Could 
only such acts of barefaced, heartless injus- 
tice be made amenable to the law ! 

** How happy I am to renew our acquaint- 
ance under such circumstances !" Isabella 
now said, pressing Lamenta's hand, trying 
by a moment's grace and condescendingness 
to atone for years of slight and flouting. 
And as if one piece of unreality must of ne- 
cessity engender a brood, as if Rugden by 
force of example was turning everyone pres- 
ent into an actor. Lament a neither looked, 
spoke, nor behaved at all like her old self. 
Mrs. Need's caresses seemed not only to 
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Wipe out the remembrance of old unkind- 
nesses, but to awaken cheerful response. 

Having bestowed a smile upon Eldred — 
Eldred was no longer worth any trouble — 
Isabella next turned to Rugden. 

** How are you ? " she asked, with a veneer 
of tenderest concern, affecting not to scruti- 
nize or search for symptoms. Lamenta's 
odd, changed manner, her apparent cor- 
diality, her softness, had hoodwinked the 
schemer. Isabella began to think that after 
all this marriage of Rugden with his tetchy, 
middle-aged duenna might prove providen- 
tial. Lamenta won over, and all was won ! 

There are a dozen, perhaps a score of 
tones, in which that simple query, " How 
are you ? " may be put , only one that reveals 
the mean, calculating side of human nature. 
While feigning the deepest interest in his 
well-being, Isabella wondered if report had 
spoken truly, and if indeed Cousin RoUo's 
days were numbered. 

Rugden glanced toward Eldred. He 
never willingly mentioned, much less dis- 
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cussed his health in her presence ; but youth 
has an affinity with youth, however unattrac- 
tive. Eldred was talking to the children. 

Bending low, Rugden replied in an un- 
dertone : 

** As bad as can be. No need to tell poor 
Joe- 
She pressed his hand, not in the least 
divining the irony of the last sentence. Joe, 
who had been awkwardly complimenting the 
bride, now came up, a bluff, broad-shoul- 
dered, typical Englishman to look at, for 
whom destiny should have reserved a better 
fate. Years before, Rugden had pitied his 
cousin ; a splendid physique, good-nature, 
no education worthy of the name, and a 
poor farm or two gradually decreasing in 
value, were, certes, unpromising elements to 
begin with. Pity was now changed to con- 
tempt. To be begged of, borrowed of, he 
could bear, desperate appeals for money he 
could meet patiently — to be tracked to this 
little paradise was nothing short of an insult. 
Meantime, all sat down to table, ate, 
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drank, chatted, laughed, as if no dark un- 
dercurrent of passion and intrigue existed. 

** How are you off for a church in these 
parts ? " asked Joe. 

Church-going was perhaps the only duty 
he had regularly performed throughout the 
ups and downs of a shifty, reckless life. 
Without any consciousness of hypocrisy, not 
in the least sensible of inconsistency, he 
sang from the same hymn-book as his wife, 
echoed every response, and even attended 
the communion service. 

"The ladies can best answer that ques- 
tion," Rugden replied, carelessly. "What 
are our host's capacities as a preacher I can- 
not say. He is charming, and the hand- 
somest fellow I have seen for many a long 
day." 

" Oh, ho ! what says the young lady oppo- 
site to that ?" asked Need. He delighted in 
making a girl blush. 

Eldred was not given to blushing, but 
Rugden's appeal and the other's fixed stare 
put her out of countenance. She was ill at 
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ease, too ; this last and grimmest joke of her 
guardian's seemed past forgiveness. She was 
longing to blurt out the truth. 

" It is not easy to judge of French preach- 
ing," she replied, curtly. 

" Ah, but good looks — at certain stages of 
life — can dispense with grammar and diction- 
ary ! ril lay a wager, RoUo, that Miss 
Eldred and your handsome young parson 
manage to get through a conversation with- 
out an interpreter. Mind and keep your 
eye upon them." 

Rugden growled surly reply. He had 
never before felt so disposed to throw his 
cousin out of the window. 

Eldred's discomfiture did not escape him. 
** Vain is the snare laid in sight of any bird, 
is a proverb that may not be of universal 
application," he said to himself. He had 
openly spread the net for her, she was 
gradually drawn within its toils. 

Just now he felt in too sour a mood to 
dwell upon happiness, even as it regarded 
his darling. His mind was bent upon one 
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problem. How could he finally rid himself 
of these parasites, insure undisturbed tran- 
quillit}' for the poor remnant of his life ? He 
had made a capital move ; but the next and 
the next? ^^^lile apparently entering into 
table chit-chat, he pondered and pondered, 
plotted and counterplotted. 

If Rugden*s mind just then moved on two 
planes, Lamenta*s covered three. Her first 
business was to mystify her guests — she 
delighted in thus playing her part — her 
second preoccupation was with that dark 
working countenance opposite she must 
contrive to read ; and thirdly, while making 
herself agreeable to RoUo's relations, while 
interpreting her glances, she had a whole 
field of thought to go over, a woman's world, 
her own world, unlocked by wedding-ring ! 

After breakfast the little party adjourned 
to the balcony, the men smoking their cigar- 
ettes apart, the ladies and children bringing 
out knitting and dolls. 

** What a sweet place ! " said Isabella. 

As she spoke, she sat with face turned 
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from the superlative panorama and thunder- 
ing torrent, her outlook being strictly confined 
to a bit of blank wall and the smokers. Not 
a word that passed between them was allowed 
to escape her ears. 

** Do you love fine scenery?" she asked 
of Eldred, not hearing her reply, Rugden*s 
words just then thrilling her with new hopes. 

"Your wife must spare you to us this 
evening," he said. ** I want to have a quiet 
talk with you," he added, meaningly, ** perhaps 
our last." 

The other assented, too much elated him- 
self to notice Rugden's growing animation. 
Strange, certainly, that a man in Rugden's 
case — Isabella had contrived to whisper the 
tabooed words in his ear — should become 
hilarious ! But RoUo had ever been a queer 
fellow, and what was the use of learning and 
philosophy unless they taught folks to set 
small store by their lives ? 

"Quite beautiful — ^your acting, I mean," 
Rugden said to Lamenta in the bustle of 
setting out. " Not a soul could have sus- 
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pected that Philemon and Baucis were a 
fraud." 

He glanced round, and seeing that they 
were unobserved, went on : 

** I have them, you shall see. And," he 
added, with the , smile that she disliked, 
** never fear, my brave Lamenta ; you shall 
get your reward," 

** Reward?" she retorted, nippingly; 
** humph ! reward ? Am I paid fifty pounds 
a year for twirling my thumbs ? " 



XV 



AN AVERTED TRAGEDY 

So delicious the afternoon and so engaging 
the scenery, that the travellers alighted half- 
way in order to enjoy both more leisurely 
afoot. They had left the little spa behind 
them, hidden in the green folds of the 
valley. They now gazed upon a wide fair 
panorama, its lights and shadows not more 
strikingly contrasted than color and form ; 
here gentle slopes of freshest green, there 
sombre peaks and bare headlands. A charm 
of this vast perspective was the remote yet 
visible animation reigning from end to end. 
High above giddy scaur wheeled the eagle, 
from mossy platform to platform leaped the 
chamois, lower down yet, as it seemed to 
the spectators, still up in the clouds, browsed 
flocks and herds, many a young colt and its 
dam keeping them company. 
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**We grieve over the torments endured 
by the animal world," mused Rugden aloud ; 
"here, at least, the dear beasts, as many as 
there are of them, enjoy a millennium." 

Hardly were the words uttered when 
Lamenta stopped short and raised her hand 
with an exclamation of horror. The others 
followed her gaze, all becoming in a moment 
breathless as herself. 

Over against the level meads they were 
crossing rose what looked like a succession 
of green hills surmounted by a lofty peak. 
These declivities and slopes of dazzling verd- 
ure were in reality terraces of the same 
mountain, hoary monarch from whose 
shoulders rich mantle had fallen ! Alike on 
steepest descent and loftiest platform browsed 
the sure-footed goats ; but cows, sheep, and 
horses for the most part kept to wide, open 
spaces easy of access. 

What the aghast beholders saw was this : 

A beautiful young horse, the moment be- 
fore grazing on safe pasture-ground several 
hundred feet above the level, had incau- 
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tiously ventured a few inches too far. Just 
below his sunny platform soft undulations 
and gentle curves were exchanged for grade 
after grade of increasing steepness ; below 
these, dark rocks running sheer to a torrent 
bed. The false step was irrevocable. Quick 
as lightning, a scene of heavenly beauty and 
calm became one of horror and suspense. 
As a ball set rolling, the terrified creature 
slid down the hill-side, a few seconds more 
surely to perish, drop like a stone from hill- 
top to valley, fall headlong amid the river- 
tossed bowlders, inanimate as they. 

On a sudden the hush was broken, and 
again by Lamenta. The invaluable woman 
always saw, heard, noted out-of-door things 
before other people. Shouting, stamping 
her feet, clapping her hands, she now 
pointed to another object, the rest following 
her glance. 

A rescuer, rather a miracle-worker, had 
appeared on the scene. The splendid young 
animal was saved, or his brave champion 
sacrificed in attempting deliverance. 
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Between slope and slope, declivity and 
declivity, the ground rose an inch or two, 
making a rim, no more — almost impercepti- 
ble barrier, but barrier nevertheless. Over- 
passed, destruction was inevitable ; turned to 
account, the slight obstacle might mean 
safety. With the nimbleness of a chamois 
hunter and the nerve of a toreador, the fig- 
ure sprang forward. By virtue of prompti- 
tude and skill — herculean strength alone 
would have availed nothing — he threw a 
lasso over the horse's head. Then, flinging 
himself on the ground, with almost super- 
human dexterity fastening himself to the 
slippery surface, he arrested the fatal course. 
There lay man and horse, a confused, strug- 
gling mass, the next moment to be dashed 
to pieces or saved. Heaven only knew how ! 

** Hero, but madman ! " muttered Rugden 
between his teeth, his eyes glistening with 
generous admiration all the while. 

" Huzza ! huzza ! " now shouted his com- 
panions, the ringing cries thrown back from 
the valley; Lamenta and Eldred sobbing 



AN' AVERTED TRAGEDY IS3 

with joy — even Joe showed emotion. The 
slightest hesitation, a moment's delay, and 
all had been lost ; lightning-like interposi- 
tion, unerring aim, averted a catastrophe. 

The animal slowly gained its feet, appar- 
ently uninjured ; and, as far as the spectators 
could judge, safe and sound also soon stood 
his deliverer, no blue-bloused peasant, but a 
civilian clothed in black. 

Lamenta had out her pocket-glass in a 
moment. 

** Our pastor, our Angel, as I am a living 
woman ! " she cried. " Lord bless me ! who 
could have iniagined the meek little thing 
saving a half-drowned puppy ? " 

**No? Is it so?" asked Rugden. Then, 
taking the glass from her hand, **On my 
word, my love," he added, "you are right ; 
but no need for wonder. Our friend comes 
from the Camargue, and, of course, there 
learned to use a lasso as we did to spin 
tops." 

'* Worth a shilling's worth of Buffalo Bill 
and his cowboys, that smart trick ! " cried 
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Joe, suppressing an oath. ** Such a fellow 
might spend his time better than preaching 
sermons." 

Meantime Lamenta's sharp eyes followed 
every movement of the pair. She now saw 
the horse gently enticed from the edge of 
the precipice ; but just as they reached safe 
ground the figure by its side stumbled and 
fell. 

** Mr. Need, please come with me," she 
said coolly, pocketing her glass. ** There is 
something the matter up there, but I daresay 
it is only a faint. You men are such poor 
creatures, a feather knocks the pick of you 
over." 

If Miss Tart's mission in life seemed to 
take the self-conceit out of her neighbors, 
she blessed them with foresight a dozen 
times a day. Her pockets liberally atoned 
for her tongue. A pedler's pack, a saddler's 
shop, a medicine chest, those capacious re- 
ceptacles of skirt and under-skirt ! She could 
bind up a broken head, grease a carriage 
wheel, mend harness, at the shortest possible 
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notice. To-day she set off with the happy 
conviction of being the right person in the 
right place. Smelling-salts, cordial, sticking- 
plaster — would any sensible woman ever 
leave home without these ? The pair started 
at a brisk rate, now taking a bridle-path, now 
scrambling on hands and knees, now bestrid- 
ing a chasm or mountain torrent ; nothing 
daunted them — ^Joe, a trained athlete ; La- 
menta, one of those wiry beings capable of 
extraordinary exertion. 

Rugden watched them with just a trace of 
wistfulness in his look, for a moment — it 
was but a moment — envying Joe's splendid 
limbs and magnificent muscularity. Then 
he turned to Eldred, and the current of his 
thoughts changed. 

She was flushed and tearful, and appar- 
ently unmindful of her guardian's presence. 
Ever prone to self-reproach where Eldred 
was concerned, he now said to himself that 
the blame of her anguish-stricken face was 
his own. Should any harm come to the 
pastor — should he die, leaving her bereaved. 
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perhaps heart-broken — ^who at fault but him- 
self? 

** See," he said at last, his tone betokening 
intense relief, ** Lamenta waves her handker- 
chief joyfully. The injury is not grave." 

Still Eldred gazed fixedly on the littie 
group far away. She hardly seemed to hear 
him. 

** You heard Lamenta's parting word," he 
added, in the gentlest voice. **The signal 
means good news." 

But his well-meant speech stung rather 
than soothed. His solicitude was evidently 
resented. 

" We had better go home," she got out at 
last, half crying. **The caliche awaits us in 
the road." 

** Dear child," Rugden now said, "why 
seek to conceal anything from me ? I un- 
derstand your suspense. Lamenta would not 
deceive us. Ange is not seriously hurt — 
will recover. You two will be very hap- 

py." 

** Must I be made happy not in my own 
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way but yours ? Was I not free to choose 
like others?" she cried, passionately. 

For the first time he saw her almost vin- 
dictive in self-assertion. 

** Free as air. You shall not stay in this 
valley a day longer than you choose/' Rug- 
den replied, moved, hurt, puzzled. " If, in- 
deed, I have judged wrongly, travel with 
Lamenta ; leave me here alone." 

Eldred's mood softened. That allusion 
to himself — in other words, to his health — 
had a magnetic effect. With the directness 
of a child she put the question : 

"Will no other* place in the world do you 
good but this ? " 

**So the doctors say." He looked at the 
bright apparition before him, veritable im- 
personation of freshness and beauty, adding, 
** What does that matter ? You are in per- 
fect health, Lamenta adorably robust. Go 
away, go where you choose, by all means. 
And " — here his voice took a touch of almost 
solemn meaning — ** if, indeed, your mind is 
made up, the sooner you leave us the better." 
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** But," Eldred began, after battling with 
herself, hesitating as to the propriety of her 
question, shrinking from an answer, **we 
shall all three leave when you have done 
drinking the waters, shall we not ? " She dared 
not add, ** When you are quite well again." 

The pair were playing at cross purposes. 
Rugden asked himself how much she knew, 
Eldred wondered how far he read her 
thoughts. 

With ill-concealed discomposure he re- 
plied : 

** That depends. Think of yourself, your 
own wishes. Put me entirely out of the 
question." 

Had Eldred given way to a momentary 
impulse, a word, even a look, might have 
undone the work of years, wrenched asun- 
der closest bonds of devotion and gratitude. 
Rugden became almost hateful to her when 
he uttered such sentiments as these. Then 
another bitter thought came into her mind. 
The slipping of the plain gold ring on 
Lamenta's finger meant nothing, then ? It 
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was an affront to both, nevertheless. What 
right had he thus to play with serious things ? 
Unreadable, wholly unmindful of Rugden's 
scrutiny, the girl's face now, 

"Well," he said, very kindly, **we wiU 
talk matters over with Lamenta. We will 
see." 

That ordinarily kind voice, the voice of 
every day, had a magical effect. Apparently 
overcome with contrition, reproaching her- 
self for unworthy thoughts, she bent down 
suddenly, carried Rugden's rough hairy hand 
to her lips, kissed it, wept over it, clung to it. 
Her soul, her whole being, seemed his for a 
moment. Then she drew back, terrified at 
what she had done. 

**Eldred!" he cried, trying to interrogate 
the rosy-red, downcast face. 

But she would hear no more. Stammer- 
ing excuse, she struck into a traverse across 
the meadows, leaving him to drive home 
alone. 
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TRAGIC COMEDIANS 



Poor Eldred found her friends in aggres- 
sively high spirits that evening. Ange, for 
the first time in his life, was conscious of 
that happiest enthusiasm, enthusiasm in self. 
The quiet, reserved, modest young pastor 
was a hero, the gift of bodily courage, hith- 
erto so lightly esteemed, having won him 
splendid praise. He hardly felt the ache of 
cuts and bruises, the thought of being dis- 
figured by sticking-plaster and bandages did 
not disconcert. Rugden*s hearty congratu- 
lations, Joe's bluff encomiums, Lamenta's 
jerked-out eulogy, above all, Eldred's shy 
echoes, elated him beyond measure. He had 
never dreamed of doing anything admirable, 
or of becoming worthily conspicuous. 

"You make me feel ashamed," he said, 
after a chorus of compliments. ** A poor 
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achievement, when all is said — the saving of 
an animaFs life " 

" But at the risk of one's own ! The gist 
of the whole matter is there," broke in Rug- 
den. " I, for one, took you for a dead man." 

** I am sure I did," quoth Joe. 

** The horse," added RoUo ** (although for 
the matter of that, many a sorry jade is 
worth twice as much as the creature he car- 
ries), has really nothing to do with the ques- 
tion. You did the right thing — ^a dangerous 
thing, a superhumanly difficult thing — at the 
right moment, whether to rescue a peasant's 
all or an army, 'tis all one." 

A look of wistf ulness came over the speak- 
er's face. Such incidents painfully recalled 
his own incapacity. 

"True enough, that fine young stallion 
was its owner's all," Ange rejoined. He was 
glad to change the conversation. "Its loss 
would have meant many a sleepless night 
and sorrowful day." 

Then, with wholly unwonted confidence 

that did not escape Rugden's eye, he turned 
II 
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to Eldred, telling a pretty story of village 
romance. The beautiful creature thus saved 
was to be sold next fair-day, and with the 
price his parishioners, Jean this and Celine 
that, would set up housekeeping. Impatient 
of flattery, the young pastor could no more 
resist its influence than any other mortal. 
Gay, self-reliant, insouciant, he now sur- 
prised his three guests, but most of all him- 
self. 

Rugden's harmless little ruse, as he chose 
to call it, was kept up, Joe's ignorance of 
French and unsuspiciousness making the 
task easy. Lamenta still wore that plain 
gold ring on the fourth finger of her left 
hand, and played her new part to perfection. 
Indeed, it was easy enough ; for years past 
she had treated her employer with the rough 
and ready unceremoniousness of a spouse. 

Joe, moreover, was too much occupied in 
castle-building to notice meaning looks and 
covert allusions. He was always wanting to 
see RoUo. He never remembered the fact 
oi RoUo wanting to see him. Such a desire 



TRAGIC COMEDIANS 163 

could only mean one thing, he was to be 
handsomely bribed for taking himself off. 
Why be squeamish ? ABC not plainer. 
Impatient for the coming interview as lover 
awaiting his mistress, he found time-killing 
in the excellent fare. ^ 

" On my word, Mrs. Rugden," he said, 
addressing himself to Lamenta, ** Rollo will 
last years longer, thanks to your feeding up." 

Lamenta, then busily occupied in carving, 
gave the unworthy compliment its due. She 
literally flung it at the speaker's face. 

" Thank you," she said, ** for making me 
appear an unselfish creature. I simply order 
a good dinner because I like it myself." 

" Bravo, Lamenta!" cried Rugden. ** Let 
us ever have the truth naked and unashamed. 
And, my good fellow," he added, patting Joe 
encouragingly on the shoulder, ** there is 
supreme wisdom, the quintessence of wis- 
dom, in — that lady's — my wife's remark." 

Lamenta blushed like a school-girl at Rug- 
den's momentary hesitation. 

" Did every man and woman like a good 
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dinner and determine to have it, society 
would at length see a millennium," he added. 

"I suppose you mean," Joe said, simply, 
**that a general determination to fare well 
and lie warm would bring about another 
French Revolution, a cutting off of heads all 
round, a putting the hand in rich folks' 
pockets — ^that sort of thing, you know." 

History was not much in Joe's way. 

** Ah !" laughed Rugden, ** my philosophy 
goes far deeper, but an exposition of it would 
bore you now. Slippers and cigarettes, these 
are the necessary adjuncts to such a topic." 

Joe's face grew long. He sincerely hoped 
that slippers and cigarettes meant not the 
millennium, but business. 

Eldred and the pastor were both unusually 
artificially elate. Ashamed, proud of what 
she had done, exulting in the thought of her 
abandonment, shrinking from the self-re- 
proach of forwardness, she took refuge in 
persiflage that almost savored of coquetry. 

Rugden furtively watched the pair, beauti- 
ful as any immortalized by mediaeval painter, 
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unable to resist moments of transport. 
Ange was by her side, was her lover, but in 
a sweet and subtle sense Eldred still belonged 
to himself. He began to realize that he had 
never in the least understood her. 

Lamenta treated the occasion as a night at 
the play. They were there, one and all, to 
enjoy a comedy. It was not till she found 
herself with her charge in the drawing-room 
that the illusion vanished. With an angry 
jerk of the head and heightened color, she 
now took off the ring and threw it into 
Eldred's lap. 

** Such pieces of jewelry are more in your 
way than mine, my dear," she said ; ** but the 
tomfoolery served Mr. Rugden's purpose. 
It gave his hangers-on a bad half hour." 

Gingerly taking up the ring, Eldred 
dropped it into a spill-stand on the mantel- 
piece. She evidently wished to forget the 
whole business. 

** After all," Lamenta went on, now seat- 
ing herself at the piano and talking as usual 
while she played, ** how well the cap fitted ! 
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What an admirably suitable partner Mr. 
Rugden gave himself just now ! Could you 
not imagine the whole thing true ? That 
conjugal *my dear* — so often mere spoon- 
ful of jam disguising nauseous powder — I 
hope you noticed my rendering of it, El- 
dred?" As Lamenta continued, her voice 
took a more exultant note, her fingers glided 
alertly from adagio to allegretto. ** And 
Rollo's incomparable * my love ' — I shall 
never forgive you if you did not hear that 
too. Not exactly powder in jam, his * my 
love,' but something a thousand times more 
disagreeable. You will understand it when 
you are married. Above all, the too delicious 
little scene at the end of dinner." Here 
Lamenta struck up a veritable Hallelujah 
Chorus. ** Husbands, of course, must pay 
their wives little chivalrous attentions before 
company, even if they are ready to smother 
them, like Othello, the moment afterward. 
You saw, of course, what Mr. Rugden — I 
beg his pardon — my husband did ? I say it 
was too delicious, the caressing hand laid 
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on my own, the tender glance directed to 
the dinner-table, and then the pretty com- 
pliment, * Dearest, best of housekeepers ! ' 
May you get many such, and be warned by 
me, Eldred, aspire to no higher." 

Eldred turned over the pages of a book, 
trying not to hear. Lamenta now played an 
irritatingly monotonous fugue, every word 
she uttered being distinctly audible although 
dropped to an undertone. 

**You may make good use of this little 
farce, Eldred. It will serve as a mirror. 
You heard our good-natured, malicious, 
affectionate, aggressive little speeches ; one 
moment we were all in all to one another, 
the next at daggers drawn, now in a seventh 
heaven of conjugal felicity, now hating the 
world in general and ourselves in particular. 
Don't expect anything else from life, from 
marriage, even from marriage with an 
Angel" 

Lamenta never called the pastor by any 
other name. Ange in French meant angel 
in English, she used to say, and the title 
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suited him so well, she liked its more familiar 
form. 

Even that reference did not unseal El- 
dred's lips. Resolute to keep the peace, 
still feigning interest in her volume, she 
neither answered nor looked up. A few 
minutes more and, the tea-tray would be 
brought in, the distasteful scene come to an 
end. 

But just as the doors did open below and 
men's voices sound on the stairs, Lamenta 
sprang from her music-stool, with a radiant, 
reckless face. Swiftly recovering the ring 
from the spill case, she adjusted it as before, 
then bending low, put her arms round the 
girl's neck. 

** You must make every one happy, Mr. 
Rugden, the pastor, myself, yourself most of 
all, and there is only one way. I am sure 
you see it now." 

Eldred shook off the embrace with an 
impatient remonstrance. The next moment 
Rugden entered, the others following. And, 
as if she were doomed to extremes of feel- 
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ing that day, ecstasy alternating with disgust, 
tenderness with repulsion, he sat beside her, 
once more his best self. While Lamenta 
poured out the tea, thankful to be occupied, 
she too having lived many days in one, 
while the pastor and Joe Need looked at 
photographs, Rugden \\jas telling Eldred a 
beautiful story as none other could tell it. 
From time to time the relater glanced at his 
young host, his tale was one of heroism 
recalled by the day's occurrence. Eldred 
only saw her guardian's kindling face, and 
only heard his deep voice, so prone to call 
up unwelcome images, as skilful in evoking 
enchantment. The magician's wand had 
never wielded more potent or instantaneous 
spell. 

As Eldred gazed and listened, the shadow 
passed from her face and the heaviness from 
her heart. If there was much hatefulness in 
the world, at least much was adorable. 



XVII 



DEMONIAC 



The eagerly looked-for confabulation did 
not come till a late hour. A right joyous 
carouse, Rugden declared, should celebrate 
the heroic day. Bendette must fry griddle- 
cakes, Marcelline sing a local ballad ; tea, 
charades, and music were followed by a 
genuine British punch. When the pair 
found themselves alone, midnight had al- 
ready struck. 

Joe Need was about as sleepy indoors as 
wight could well be; what would he have 
given now for the privilege of a hearty 
snore? He battled against drowsy-head 
manfully. He was determined to remain 
open-eared, wide-eyed. But oh, if only 
RoUo were brisker ! 

His cousin seemed in perversely round- 
about mood — inordinately preambulous, as 
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he would himself have expressed it. He 
was ridiculously slow in getting through his 
first cigarette, and evidently intended to get 
through more before he had done. 

Then, instead of plunging into the all- 
important subject, he wheeled round, di- 
verged to the right, to the left, became mad- 
deningly discursive. 

"What ails the fellow ?" wondered Joe, 
glancing at the clock, fidgeting in his chair, 
standing bolt upright, rousing himself as 
best he could, and all the while scheming 
how to bring the other to his senses. 

" I won't keep you long," Rugden began, 
after random remarks about travel in gen- 
eral and Pyrenean travel in particular. 
" My health is, however, so precarious — 



» 



Joe's countenance showed sudden ani- 
mation; every trace of sleepiness vanished. 
Years before, he would have called himself 
a villain for harboring such thoughts ^s were 
in his mind now. Years before, he would 
have spurned the notion of being a hypo- 
crite. 
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" Don't say that, my dear fellow," he put 
in. "I assure you I was astonished to find 
you looking so well. Isabella remarked the 
same thing." 

** And my position with regard to Eldred 
is so peculiar," Rugden went on, not heed- 
ing the interruption. 

" Confound your peculiar position ! " 
thought Joe, with a sinking of the heart. 
As yet this much-desired confidence was tak- 
ing no felicitous turn. 

"And" — here Rugden suddenly recalled 
his pretended marriage — "other circum- 
stances taken into account, I feel bound to 
be frank." 

Puffing away, apparently seeing nothing, 
Rugden noted Joe's changed expression. 
Misgiving, terror, despair, were by turns 
written on a face that Nature had intended 
to be honest. The fit of drowsiness was 
over. Joe felt as if he should never sleep 
soundly again. 

Duns and debts had driven him to this 
remote corner no less than the duty, so Isa- 
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bella put it, of looking after cousin RoUo's 
money. What would become of him, of 
them all, if indeed this last hope failed ? 

** I have been, as you know, for years an 
ailing man, and have never nursed my 
health. I do not suppose that I shall live 
very long," Rugden continued, affecting a 
lugubrious tone. 

** All the more reason why you should set- 
tle your worldly affairs," Joe burst in, now 
affectionate. " I need hardly say, RoUo, that 
if you could do anything, no matter how lit- 
tle, for Isabella and the poor children, I 
should be truly grateful — ^ready to eat you," 
poor Joe added, effusively. 

Rugden seemed or feigned not to hear. 
On a sudden he put his hand to his heart 
and rocked himself backward and forward, 
apparently torn by cruel spasms. 

" You are feeling ill ? " Joe asked, with a 
frightened look. He was one of those men 
who will stop a runaway horse, plunge into 
a canal after the drowning, confront armecj 
burglars in his night-shirt, yet tremble at 
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sight of a cut finger or in the proximity of a 
sick-room. 

The invalid glanced at his companion, but 
a Machiavelli would hardly have interpreted 
the look. To Joe, it indicated the morose- 
ness engendered of suffering only. 

" 111 ? That is not the word, there is no 
word for it," was the reply between set 
teeth, Rugden's features growing more dis- 
torted, his writhings more desperate, as he 
spoke. "It is being torn with hot pincers, 
stretched on the rack, broken on the wheel. 
For Heaven's sake, my dear fellow, don't 
leave me." 

" I was going to call somebody." 

" There is nobody to call — no one could 
be of use, I mean. But, as you are here, do 
stay. I like to have your company." 

Need's face was now pitiable to behold, 
but he had not the remotest idea that he was 
watched. The other's clenched hands, quick- 
drawn breaths, moans, and contortions, could 
only mean pain that left no room for 
thought or perception. 
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A not too subtle observer might yet have 
detected something impersonal in Rugden's 
look, a touch of playful malice, even a gleam 
of sinister satisfaction. 

** I am a sorry hand at nursing. But your 
wife, now," Joe said, "she ought not mind 
being called up. Fomentations, hot flannels, 
brandy and water — that is the sort of thing 
you want." 

Rugden shook his head with a grim 
smile. 

" Lamenta is fond of her pillow," he 
moaned, apparently resigning himself to still 
more acute paroxysms. His writhings and 
contortions grew more and more alarming. 
Joe glanced round furtively ; bells were un- 
known luxuries in the parsonage, but there 
was the door. He would make for it, and 
arouse the household. 

Meanwhile nothing escaped Rugden's eye. 
He noted the other's uneasy looks, and, 
divining his intention, pointed to the cup- 
board. 

"Just take the candle — but no, impossible 
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for you to make a blunder. Fetch the third 
bottle from the middle shelf. Soporific — 
put a teaspoonful in water. Be quick, for 
Heaven's sake." 

Upsetting every object that came in his 
way, Joe did as he was told. First, he over- 
turned a tumbler of water, next, used table- 
instead of teaspoon, Rugden all the while 
imploring despatch. 

When at last the potion was ready, he 
looked gratefully at the burly figure standing 
over him. 

** You dear kind Joe," he murmured, with 
wrell-put-on unctuousness, ** don't be alarmed. 
I shall soon be better. When I begin to 
drowse, slip off to bed." 

With the feverish impatience of one 
awaiting supreme release, gazing ecstatically 
at the draught, he then threw back his head 
and drained the last drop- 
By this time Need had entirely lost sight 
of his own disappointment. For the mo- 
ment he forgot the forfeited t6te-i-tdte. 
Keenly as the patient he awaited deliverance. 
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To his intense mortification, the dose proved 
no sedative, but the reverse. Hitherto there 
had been little indication of Rugden's suffer- 
ings but his own testimony. It escaped Joe 
that no cold dew had risen to his cousin's 
brow, no ghastly pallor to his cheeks ; now 
unmistakable and alarming symptoms were 
seen. The sick man's groans and twitchings 
were accompanied by grave functional dis- 
turbance. Spasm succeeded vomition, vomi- 
tion succeeded spasm. Joe's face whitened, 
and his limbs trembled. Had he inadvert- 
ently poisoned the man whose money he 
waited for ? 

While Rugden in broken tones implored 
him not to stir, the most horrifying thoughts 
passed through his mind. He ought, of 
course, to alarm the household, seek anti- 
dotes, apply restoratives. Every second al- 
lowed to pass might mean a lost chance of 
life, and if indeed the worst should happen, 
what would he look like, what would he be ? 
The assassin of one to whom he was largely 

indebted, from whom he hoped a heritage ? 
12 
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Swift as lightning these conclusions visited 
Joe's dull brain. He would never forget 
that dreadful moment — Rugden clutching 
his hand, leaning against him, deprecating 
alike remedies and succor, declaring that all 
was over with him, that he was a dead man. 

In his desperation Joe seized the poker 
and drummed with might and main on floor, 
wall, and ceiling. 

"No good, no good at all," murmured 
Rugden in a faint, almost inaudible voice. 
** Bed-chambers too far away." 

** Let go my hand an instant, for a second 
only, my dear fellow," Joe cried, beside him- 
self with terror. ** I will shout from the 
door." 

Again Rugden made feeble protests, his 
words being interrupted by a still more vio- 
lent attack. Could any man, were he an 
athlete in magnificent health, resist this 
shaking to pieces ? But a poor shattered in- 
valid ? 

For the first time in his life Joe felt 
abjectly conscience - stricken. He ought to 
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have been more sensible of his responsibility, 
and more cautious in proffering his services. 

** Speak, man, in God's name ! " he asked, 
wildly. " I haven't poisoned you ? " 

Rugden sank back in his easy-chair as if 
yielding to a state of coma. With limbs 
relaxed and eyes closed, he murmured : 

** No need for you to worry. If you have, 
it was pure accident, and not the suspicion of 
a motive can fasten itself upon you. I — 
have — left — ^you — nothing. " 



XVIII 



PLAYING WITH FIRE 



" You angelic Lamenta ! Gone, clean gone, 
say you ? Gone never to return, thanks to 
your talisman, Gyges' ring nothing to it! 
Ask anything, the half, the whole of my 
fortune ; stick at nothing while about it 
Hark ! what music in yonder carriage wheels! 
How deliciously the last cadence dies on my 
ear ! " 

This rhapsody had been preceded by an 
unconventional but quite decorous interview 
between pseudo husband and wife. Dis- 
hevelled, stockingless, and in her dressing- 
gown, Lamenta on one side of the door 
had held whispered parley with Rugden on 
the other, half an hour before. A good deal 
may be said through the keyhole in five 
minutes. When Lamenta came back, it was 
with the gratifying intelligence that all was 
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well, plotting and counterplotting a success, 
Joe on the point of departure. By this time, 
both being equipped for the day, the door 
was thrown wide and the pair almost rushed 
into each other's arms. 

** For once you set me on the right tack," 
Miss Tart said, taking off the ring as she 
spoke. First, she laid it on his desk, Rugden 
too much exhilarated by the morning's news 
to notice anything. Then, still hovering 
about the shining circlet, she seemed to seek 
a safer place, at last dropping it into an 
ornamental ash-tray close under his eyes. 
Still Rugden paid no heed. As if the 
treasure could not be too securely deposited, 
again she took it up, glancing at him, tacitly 
asking instruction. 

" Gone ! The whole thing swallowed neatly 
as a pill ! On my word, I did not think 
myself so artful," he laughed, moving about 
the room, talking more to himself than 
to his visitor. " Well, the emetic has done 
me no harm, rather good. But Joe, by Jove, 
I compassionated him from the bottom 
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of my heart all the time. What a thousand 
pities he isn't an honest fellow ! " 

He walked to the window, delighting in the 
beauty of the day, cheered, uplifted, by his 
newly regained freedom. The hour, at least, 
was his own. Bodily suffering, the dread out- 
look, no longer troubled. He could enjoy. 

** What shall I do with your ring ? " asked 
Lamenta, after a pause. 

Had her patron been a shade less absorbed, 
he must have noticed that it was almost a 
stranger now speaking to him. The Lamenta 
he knew, the Lamenta of every day, had 
vanished. He used to say that her sharp 
speeches whipped him into prudence and 
good behavior, would declare that her 
incomparableness consisted in absence of 
sentiment. The shrill-voiced, sour-visaged 
monitress was now replaced by a mere 
woman, sixteen-year-old school-girl not more 
submissive or malleable. 

All one to Rugden. He neither realized 
the different tone of voice nor changed ex- 
pression. 
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" Nevermind the ring," he said, impatient- 
ly. ** Sit down. Tell me exactly what hap- 
pened between you. Don't miss a word." 

Lamenta took his cue. She could not 
revert to her old self in a moment, but so 
well played the r6le that Rugden was, de- 
ceived. The hot color that went and came, 
the unnatural light in her eyes, the sudden 
change of voice, to his thinking betokened 
the moment's triumph only. 

" Don't miss a word ? " she retorted, still 
playing pitch and toss with the ring. " But 
I had no need so much as to open my lips. 
It was only necessary to do this — and this," 
she went on, as, having replaced the circlet 
on the symbolic finger, she waved her left 
hand, raised it to her lips, went through a 
dozen antics to show it off. "Ah ! " she 
continued, with a malicious little laugh, 
** you do not understand that half an ounce 
of gold may be a man's palladium. Not all 
the lawyers in the world could have worked 
such a miracle, got rid of your hangers-on in 
a trice." 
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** Give me my due. I prepared the way," 
Rugden said, meekly. 

The meeker he grew, the more vauntingly 
Lamenta sounded her own praises. 

** Your trick might fail a second time, 
Mrs. Rugden never. You should have seen 
your cousin's face when I shook my head as 
I am doing now." Here the speaker put on 
an expression of flintiness that made Rugden 
laugh outright, the ringing laugh of a sound 
man. ** Or when I folded my hands after 
this fashion," Lamenta went on, the ringed 
finger now uppermost, the pose suggesting 
a close-fistedness worthy of Shylock. 

** Well, I must say, between us both," he 
said, ** we have made an uncommonly fine 
job of it. And the ring, let me treasure it 
as a talisman." 

Carelessly, as if receiving from her hand 
the merest nothing — a pin, a yard of thread, 
a button were not handled with more indif- 
ference — ^he now took the little hoop. 

** How feverishly hot you are this morn- 
ing," he said, with some surprise. " Don't 
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catch a bad cold just as spring is coming 



on." 



There is a blindness that is absolutely uni- 
sexual, a mole-eyed condition quite mascu- 
line. While observing Lamenta as a physi- 
cian might do, noting the unwonted lustre 
of her eyes, the hectic spot on either cheek, 
her dry lips, nervous facial twitchings, and 
other symptoms, he no more perceived what 
lay behind than a sightless man. IS[or could 
a deaf mute be more insensible to the irony 
of the tone, the self-commiserating vindic- 
tiveness, with which she answered him. 

** No need to bid me take care of myself. 
Good health with the like of us is in the bond." 

" Nonsense," he answered, good-naturedly. 
"You certainly got a chill yesterday while 
attending to the pastor on the mountain. 
Be tractable and let me prescribe for you." 

She made for the door, flinging a grace- 
less retort as she went. 

** Thank you," she said, in her most wasp- 
ish voice, " I am quite capable of doctoring 
myself." 
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When she had gone, Rugden once more 
gazed out of the window lost in thought 
Strange how these Pyrenean days had power 
to revive and invigorate him ! There were 
moments when he entirely forgot the Shad- 
ow dogging his footsteps. The fell disease 
remained, but its virus seemed to diminish. 
For brief intervals he could relish life with 
the zest of the valid. The success of his 
scheming acted like a powerful restorative 
both on body and mind. It seemed little 
enough to do battle for, a few months, per- 
haps weeks only, of unbroken tranquillity ; it 
was his all in all. Each day, each hour, thus 
snatched from harass and conflict, was of in- 
finite preciousness. Clouds might pass over 
them, pain trouble them, at least ignominious 
encounter could not any more degrade. 

His reverie was interrupted by an unwel- 
come sound. Horses* hoofs clattered out- 
side the parsonage, English speech again 
sounded in his ears. He started up, his 
first impulse being of unmitigated dismay. 

** Am I then to have no quiet, not even a 
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dog's corner to die in ? " he muttered, an- 
grily. "The business of these people is of 
course with myself, and as surely of one 
kind. Must I, forsooth, pack for Greenland 
or Timbuctoo ? " 

A moment more, and his name was called 
from below. 

To hear certain voices, as to see certain 
faces, is to become straightway acquainted 
with the owner. We want no introduction, 
meet each other where we will. The cheery, 
familiar tones changed Rugden's humor. 
Joy lent a look of sudden youthfulness, even 
of health and beauty. He sprang to the 
door. On the threshold two friends wrung 
hands as only Englishmen can. 

" You good fellow ! " he cried, with glis- 
tening eyes. "Come all this way. Til be 
bound, to look after me." 

" Not that exactly. But the doctor, our 
good Trevor, is here ; from him you shall 
learn our errand," replied the new-comer, 
affecting unconcern. In reality he was the 
more moved of the two. 
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" On my word, RoUo, you have enviable 
quarters. Let me look at the view," he said, 
making for the window, wishing to hide his 
emotion. 

The speaker was a trifle younger than 
Rugden, blond complexion, fair hair, and 
magnificent health making him look his 
junior by years. Chatting of the scenery, 
of the surroundings, of everything but his 
friend's health, Edward Freemantle never- 
theless watched him closely. Whenever the 
invalid moved or spoke, that keen, painfully 
anxious glance followed him. More than 
friendly solicitude was here. These two, 
outwardly so unlike, of character and attain- 
ments so divergent, were knit by closest ties ; 
they were indeed brothers except in blood 
and name. 

Next Dr. Trevor came up, an elderly 
scholar whom mental activity and constantly 
exerted sympathies had kept young, who 
was drifting into a beautiful old age with 
the cheerfulness of boyhood. 

** So, Ned, we have unearthed the fugi- 
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tive ? " he cried, gayly, ready to embrace his 
old pupil. 

**Well, my lad" — he held him out at 
arm's length — " let us have a good look at 
you. Humph! not so bad but that you 
might be worse, eh ? " 

Glancing slyly at his fellow-traveller, he 
added : 

** And we have come to make you better 
with good news. Now, Ned, who is to be 
the privileged teller of it, you or I ? " 



XIX 

WAFTS FROM THE WORLD 

The successful schoolmaster may be said to 
enjoy perennial youth. Dr. Trevor, now 
college tutor and scholar of repute, hardly 
felt, or indeed appeared, older than his pupils 
of thirty years before. He was what may 
be described as a first-rate man, looks, capaci- 
ties, aims, all bearing strictest scrutiny. 

The new-comers smilingly glanced at each 
other, significant nods and shakes of the 
head were interchanged, finally, Freemantle 
cried in that genial, heart-warming voice of 
his, a voice that compelled cheerfulness in 
the listener : 

** I don't know how it comes about, the 
pleasantest offices ever fall to my share. As 
a schoolboy, the most tempting piece of 
cake and most appetizing tart somehow 
found their way to my plate." 
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"You good-naturedly thought so. The 
secret of contentment lay there," replied the 
elder man, with a* look of paternal approval. 
He used to say that all his boys were favor- 
ites, but that Freemantle and Rugden headed 
the long list. "Out, then, with our errand," 
he added. " Let RoUo know that he is get- 
ting his deserts." 

He looked at his former pupil beamingly, 
but there was only affected reciprocation in 
Rugden's face. Plainly as words could say, 
his silence spoke now. In his own mind he 
had done with tidings, good or bad. The 
sight of his friends was delightful ; nothing 
they had come to report could intensify the 
feeling. Freemantle, too, watched his old 
comrade with joyous yet moistening eyes. 
Simulating gayety, hiding the deep concern 
that lay behind, he began : 

"The scarlet gown, the velvet hat, the 
Encenia! Come, old fellow, don't look so 
stolid. Don't try to make us believe that 
you are indifferent to real honors " 

Rugden understood his friends' errand 
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without a word more. He shook his head 
sadly. 

Trevor now came to the -other's aid. 

** Yours is a name you have ever owned 
proudly, you say it suits you so well. But 
three such capital letters after it — ^what an 
improvement I " 

Without attempting thanks, Rugden took 
refuge in his old cynicism. 

" It is a very long journey from this par- 
sonage to Alma Mater," he replied, with a 
bitter little laugh. ** I should not care — " 
**to die on the road," was on his lips. He 
added, ** to risk such an undertaking in my 
present state of health." 

** Fiddle-de-dee ! " said Trevor. ** I begin to 
think you look haler than when I saw you last. 
You are not a fixture here. Return with us." 

"We are already in April. June will soon 
be here. Much better take the doctor's ad- 
vice," Freemantle said, persuasively. " In- 
deed, as well out with the truth at once ! " 
Here he eyed his old tutor slyly. ** This is 
the errand on which we are come." 
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** Too late, too late ! " murmured the inva- 
lid, moving to the window. Tenderness will 
crush where injustice rouses a lion-like atti- 
tude. He saw it all now. These devoted 
friends had made the long journey from Eng- 
land fearing lest the destined honor might 
not arrive in time. They hardly hoped that 
he would live to witness his own triumph ! 

Realizing this, he beheld the matter through 
the eyes of these two ; their eagerness to pro- 
claim the prize heightened its value in his 
own. On a sudden, he craved a long spell 
of existence, clutched at life and its rewards, 
apparently within reach, yet unattainable. 
The stars hardly seemed farther off. 

The incident was emphasized by what had 
happened just before. On the one hand 
were parasites, unblushingly eager for a heri- 
tage ; on the other, generous souls concerned 
for his welfare as for their own. He could 
measure the devotion of Trevor and Free- 
mantle ; under a semblance of congratulation 
and cheerful looking forward, both were a 

prey to keenest anxiety. The very des^atck 
'J 
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with which they had come proved the grav- 
ity of their apprehension. 

He turned to his visitors, and held out a 
hand to each ; all three were deeply moved. 

Fortunately, at this juncture an incident 
occurred to divert their thoughts. Women 
relish the melting mood, men avoid it as the 
plague. Trevor had just made up his mind 
that home politics would afford a safe topic. 
Freemantle, after racking his brains for a 
subject, recollected the approaching marriage 
of a common friend. Both were about to 
begin, when the younger man jumped from 
his chair, deep feelings for a moment merged 
in honest delight. 

** Who, in Heaven's name, is that beauti- 
ful girl ? " he asked. 

Eldred and Lamenta had just sauntered 
into the bit of garden below, the girl abloom 
with health and beauty, abloom, too, with 
that first fine, tremulous glow of feeling, 
to be transferred into passion by and by. 
While the pair flitted bareheaded from plot 
to plot, delighted to believe in the reality of 
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spring, lookers-on could study her face as 
portrait on an easel. • 

**The first violet, see, Lammie, I have it for 
you ; but this lily of the valley, yes, I must 
keep it, the lovely creature ! All flowers seem 
creatures to me," she cried, wild with delight 
at the reappearance of familiar blossoms. 

Rugden as well as his friends became 
absorbed in the picture, and Trevor and 
Freemantle realized at a glance how it was 
with him. He could hardly disclose more 
than they knew already. Here, however, 
sympathy had no place. Here Rugden 
willed to be alone. He answered the ques- 
tion in his every-day voice. 

" You have seen Eldred before, the little 
orphan I charged myself with on Eden's 
death. You remember the whole wretched 
story. I don't know how far I acted for the 
best. When I found my health failing I 
determined to bring her to France " 

He leaned forward and added in an under- 
tone — 

** You can easily understand my motives. 
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At home, in England, sooner or later the 
truth would leak out, and break her heart. 
On what grounds Eden objected to marri- 
age, how he induced a beautiful and, up till 
that time blameless, woman to accept his 
views, you are both perhaps as well informed 
as myself. But Eldred will be happy." 

A second time Freemantle uttered a cry 
of admiration. 

**What would I give to be a portrait- 
painter?" he said. "Your lovely prot^g^e 
is well matched." 

A man's quiet voice was now heard below, 
and in the radiant atmosphere the two heads 
gained in loveliness as from a nimbus. How 
spring-like the faces thus beautifying spring ! 

The young pastor had just celebrated 
a baptism, and still wore the long, wide- 
sleeved robe of the Lutheran Church, its 
ample folds of black well becoming his un- 
conscious, manly beauty. Costume is ever 
pictorial, and that of the priest, even to secu- 
lar eyes, lends something of severity. As 
Ange lingered beside the English girl, she so 
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fair and artless, he, despite the warm tints of 
the Southerner, hardly less free from self- 
assertion and abandonment than herself, the 
pair seemed to belong to each other, twinned 
by Nature for joy, confidence, and affection. 

*'We are robbing your garden," Eldred 
said, holding out her lilies of the valley and 
looking round for Lamenta. But Lamenta 
had vanished. She always greedily seized 
any opportunity of leaving the pair alone. 

Ange stooped down and counted the 
sprays in her hand. 

"Just three," he said, "while there are 
myriads in the forest close by. I will get 
you a basketful." 

" Oh, the delight of finding them, gathering 
them ! " cried Eldred, again looking round 

* 

for Lamenta. "We will go with you," she 
added, " my governess and I." 

The young pastor smiled, made rapturous 
by her rapture, for the first time in his life 
sensible to the magic of flowers. 

The onlookers from the window could see 
the expression that came into his face as he 
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gazed at her own, an expression of shy, 
self-questioning admiration and joy. 

** You will find large irises as well," he 
went on, " purple and white, and some rare 
flowers too. I know most of their names," he 
added, with a touch of satisfaction, evidently 
enchanted at the prospect of teaching her 
something. ** You must understand, the forest 
is the medicine-chest in out-of-the-way coun- 
try places. We are all herbalists hereabouts." 

As the pair chatted on, Trevor and Free- 
mantle cast furtive glances at their companion. 
The deep, restrained tenderness of a rugged 
nature, the concentrated passion of a stormy 
life, the crowning joy and despair of a broken 
career, were all written in Rugden's face. 

** Yes," he said, at last answering Free- 
mantle's remark, "you have hit the mark. 
Eldred is well matched." 

Then he slowly got out the words — 

**The most fortunate thing imaginable! 
Our host here — ^yon pastor — beautiful as the 
young Raphael painted by himself, and the soul 
of honor — he is going to marry my Eldred ! " 



XX 



VALEDICTION 



What a day for solemn farewells ! The 
very genius of life throned it in that fair 
valley ; from sunbright peak and dewy glen 
resounded the chorus of beast and bird, high- 
way and bridle-path were alive with happy 
folk. No room, surely, in such a world for 
heart-breaking adieux and supreme renuncia- 
tion. The merest sigh seemed to desecrate, 
a wistful look to cast glamour. 

It was fair-day at the bustling, cheerful 
town Rugden had passed through months 
before. As he now drove with Trevor and 
Freemantle toward the railway station, they 
were overtaken by a stream of fair-goers, 
one picturesque mount after another gayly 
greeting the trio as they hastened on. Buy- 
ing and selling induce a hilarious frame of 
mind ; such transactions among the masses 
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replace the more momentous and exciting 
give and take, pitch and toss, of the few. 
Wholesome and stimulating, too, is the spec- 
tacle of honest carles and housewives about 
to reap the fruits of uncompromising labori- 
ousness. Here, indeed, if anywhere, is the 
veritable fabric of society, the homely, dura- 
ble stuff, of which the remnant is but em- 
broidery and filigree. 

The scene, although rural enough, was yet 
one of sparkle, movingness, and • beauty. 
How youthful looked the earth, how full of 
vigor and looking forward ! To renounce 
existence on such a day and amid such 
entourage savored of cowardice. In this 
plenitude of being and teeming over of 
vitality, it seemed as if the power to live 
must be voluntary, and as if only an effort 
were required to revive with the quickened 
earth, to snatch yet another and another 
•breath of life. What business had anyone 
with disease, melancholy, grim forebodings? 

The three friends spoke little during their 
long slow drive through the valley. They 
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had talked for a week without losing zest or 
buoyancy. When at last they realized that 
anything further to be said must be uttered 
at once, all grew painfully silent. Trevor 
dropped casual remarks on the geological 
formation of the district; Freemantle from 
time to time sprang from the caliche to 
pounce upon a rare flower ; personal topics 
were avoided. 

To go or stay ? 

For seven days, as far as outsiders were 
concerned, the matter had remained in abey- 
ance. What would be Rugden's decision, 
no one guessed, even Lamenta failed to 
divine. And, of course, his best friends 
could not proffer counsel. 

" We two shall return crestfallen and un- 
welcome as Judah and his brethren without 
Benjamin, if we leave you behind," Trevor 
had said playfully in the first instance, 
Freemantle merely adding, with mock senti- 
mentality : 

** Some people think of their friends — I 
should, I am sure, at such a juncture." 
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Lamenta, when the topic was broached, 
arched her eyebrows, fidgeted, gesticulated, 
colored, began to speak, then stopped short, 
and with a peevish " What-does-it-matter-to- 
me ? " air, bounced out of the room. 

Eldred, even with Rugden's glance di- 
rected to her, said nothing, looked nothing. 
The bare notion of his departure, Lamenta 
and herself to remain behind, seemed quite 
impossible, something she need not discuss, 
because it could not happen. 

So he took counsel of himself, as most 
men do in supreme crises, reserving his deci- 
sion till the last moment. 

Little as he imagined it, Lamenta had by 
this time found out all she wanted to know. 
Rugden, apparently so careless and disor- 
derly in his daily habits, a mere bundle of 
contradictions, irregularities, and whims, was 
methodical to punctiliousness where the se- 
rious business of life was concerned. He 
made it his boast that like the veriest tatter- 
demalion going, he could any moment take 
his departure for the next world, not giving 
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his representatives any trouble beyond that 
of seeing to decent burial. His affairs were 
neatly arranged as cottons and tapes in a 
mercer's shop. Lamenta knew perfectly 
well that in his case packing-up meant the 
ramming of books and papers, with perhaps 
a garment or two, into a carpet-bag ; half an 
hour would amply suffice for his prepara- 
tions. But twenty-four hours before the 
time of his friends' departure, the lynx-eyed 
little woman had discovered a sign. She 
divulged to no one her happy secret, masked 
her satisfaction as best she could. Rugden 
meant to stay. 

No mean espier or eavesdropper was this 
pettish, hardly-pleased confidante to whom 
Rugden had intrusted his darling, only en- 
dowed by Nature with the faculty of seeing 
through brick walls. Accustomed to ob- 
serve him closely, she now ferreted out a 
convincing fact. The untidy, littering, dis- 
arranging Rugden, sworn enemy of house- 
maids, brooms, and dusters, never broke the 
most trifling engagement in his power to 
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fulfil, and never permitted a contract, how- 
ever unimportant, to overlap. Generous to 
lavishness, he used to declare that he had 
never thrown away a farthing. When La- 
menta found that his supply of newspapers 
from Paris was not countermanded, she 
knew enough. 

** I am not going to England with Dr. 
Trevor and Freemantle," was all he said to 
her on the eve of his friends* departure. 

She broke into a mischievous, irritating 

giggle. 

"As if I thought you were ! " 

** You are always, it seems, better informed 
about my own affairs than myself,'* he re- 
plied, with acrimony. Lamenta's single- 
mindedness as his steward he appreciated; 
her want of heart he could not forgive. 
There she was, frisky as a school-girl who has 
just received an offer of marriage, apparent- 
ly treading on air because, forsooth, he sup- 
posed, his staying suited her best ! — while for 
him the decision had meant cruellest conflict, 
seven days of wretched self-questioning. 
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The struggle was over. Of two farewells 
He had chosen the least painful. Yet, as the 
minutes fleeted by and the scene of parting 
grew nearer and nearer, he envied some men 
their impassibility. 

Nor were Trevor and Freemantle in a 
condition to help him. He realized the sor- 
row they were battling with, the deep feel- 
ing so hard to keep out of sight. How 
could he hearten these downcast friends? 
How best make them sensible of his own 
consolations? The easier way were to let 
them go with a mere hand-clasp and cheery 
" God bless you," the stifled sob and sup- 
pressed tear to be indulged in afterward. 
But he could not hear their genial tones and 
gaze on their brotherly faces for the last 
time without a word. Such reticence would 
be cowardly, ever after to remain matter of 
self-reproach. 

" Nobody's fault, but what a pity ! " he 
said, glancing at the glorious landscape, then 
at himself — how poor a thing compared with 
such surroundings ! ** Yet," he added, his 
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face glowing with the noble thought, "be 
banished forever those immoral words, * no- 
body's fault ! ' Misshapenness, disease alike 
of the mind and of the body, are they not all 
clearly traceable to human agency ? " 

** Well," put in Freemantle, cheerily — he 
could not for the life of him unbosom him- 
self at such a moment, still less could he 
think of anything but his friend's case — 
" after all, RoUo, count on your fingers the 
best men you know. Confess it, you would 
rather be yourself." 

The bluntly spoken argument came home. 
Rugden smiled, again his face grew beautiful. 

** There are no limits to human vanity," 
he said, ** and from my boyhood I ever de- 
lighted in calling out the big boy to fight 
with. Yes, little as I have made of my life, 
many would have done worse. It is not so 
easy to cut a remnant to advantage." 

Trevor put his arm affectionately, even 
tenderly, round his old pupil's neck. 

** A remnant of rich stuff is worth ells of 
fustian," he observed in a would-be happy 
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voice. **And, don't forget that, the first 
lasts as a pattern, while the others are worn 
out and forgotten. Good work — like yours 
— does not die." 

The last words were spoken solemnly. 
They were now within a quarter of an hour 
of separation. The enfolded hills, the vel- 
vety convolutions of the valley, were left be- 
hind. Over a broad straight road, between 
white-walled villas, tall factory chimneys, and 
level market gardens, the. carriage sped on at 
quickened pace. 

Rugden's self-command did not forsake 
him. He took refuge in cynicism. 

** Nor, alas ! the recollection of a scurvy 
trick. I ought to be going to England with 
you, if only because you were both good 
enough to try and fetch me." 

** We understand — we quite understand," 
Trevor answered, anxious to get the last 
confidence over. Then, pressing his friend's 
hand, he added, ** You have doubtless judged 
aright. Better stay quietly where you are, 
and avoid fatigue." 
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Here Freemantle, who was sitting oppo- 
site, leaned forward. He felt, as he after- 
ward said, that he had reached the end of 
his tether, his self-possession was fast ebbing. 
But he must come to Trevor's aid. 

** And be sure to count on us if you want 
anything done ; no matter what or where, I 
am your man." 

For a moment Rugden did change coun- 
tenance ; a sob rose in his throat, his feat- 
ures relaxed. 

" Do not lose sight of that poor child. It 
was, of course, on her account I resolved to 
stay." 

**We understand," repeated Trevor. 

" No, no one understands these things but 
a man's self," was the vehement answer. 
** Whoever had such friends as I ? yet here I 
am alone." 

Trevor and Freemantle, both well-matched 
husbands, happy heads of families, each in 
his day ardent if unromantic lover, could 
realize the desolation of this speech. More 
than ever now they regretted their friend's 
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decision. Far better live what time remained 
to him for himself, his good repute, his com- 
peers, than for uselessly frittered self-sacrifice. 

With an expression of relief, for the ten- 
sion was becoming unbearable to all three, 
Freemantle cried : 

" See, our train steams in ; we have not a 
single moment to spare." 

The driver made haste, the brief interval 
at disposal was occupied with ticket-taking 
and baggage registration. Then the two 
stalwart travellers — bound for the busy, bus- 
tling, work-a-day world, for hopes, ambitions, 
many-sided activities — took their seats, their 
outwardly ill-matched comrade, whose work 
was done, standing forlornly on the platform. 

Both had secured places by the window ; 
they now bent down, silently wringing the 
other's hand, all three manly faces wet with 
tears. 

" Don't pity me," was all Rugden could 
get out. Trevor murmuring : 

"Say instead — * don't envy me,' lion- 
hearted fellow ! " 
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There was no time to add more, time only 
for a last tender glance. A few seconds 
later, and the uncouth yet dignified figure 
was alone, the gradually retreating puff of 
smoke all left to him of his friends, himself 
already lost to those wistful watchers in the 
train. 



PART III-AUTUMN 



XXI 



LIFE IN CLOUDLAND 



Summer had come and gone as a beautiful 
dream ; still more resplendent autumn now 
reigned in her place. The valley wore a 
new and yet fairer aspect. 

Rugden's astoundment was less at the 
glories of such a September than that he 
should be there to see ! Eight months of 
deliciousness — physical drawbacks he could 
ever lightly discount — ^were his to look back 
upon, and at times he almost dared to 
promise himself eight more. Every morning 
he marvelled at his apparent toughness and 
vitality. Delusive such symptoms of im- 
proved health, no doubt, but they were 
pleasant enough while they lasted K ha 
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should never behold another September sun- 
rise, at least this one was worth many. He 
had snatched a rare opportunity. An ex- 
perience wholly outside that of ordinary 
travel crowned three blissful seasons. 

Waking on that first bright day of the 
seventh month according to the French 
calendar, he gazed around him in bewilder- 
ment. Where was he ? How had he come 
hither ? By little and little he remembered 
every incident of the day before, the long 
moonlit ride to mountain-top with the pastor 
and friendly shepherd, the midnight bivouac, 
the rustic settling-down. 

His quarters consisted of a mere hut, one 
of those rude constructions raised by herds- 
men for summer use. It contained, how- 
ever, some appliances of comfort, a chimney 
and shiftable door, primitive fireplace, and 
decent pallet bed. In expectation, too, of 
his visitor, the owner — no hireling, but a 
man of substance — had brought supplies of 
linen and crockery; Rugden was neither 
under the necessity of sleeping in his clothes 
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nor of washing in the nearest runlet. A 
rough-hewn table, firm on its legs, a folding- 
chair, a nail or two, could the fastidious 
desire more? Close by stood a second 
chalet — ^thus is the shepherd's hut called 
hereabouts — in which the host and Ange 
were less roomily housed, and in which sup- 
per had been served on arriving. 

Both looked down upon the same match- 
less panorama 

Wonderfully beautiful the world below, 
and every inch of it seemed wholly their 
own, this vantage ground a dais set apart 
for privileged beholders. On their smooth, 
green platform they were lifted high above 
the cloudland of ordinary mortals. Not a 
stage of the tremendous peak scaled so la- 
boriously the night before but was wreathed 
with mist, not a deeply nestled glen but was 
veiled with white. And no less contrasted 
than cloud and pasture, the dazzling snow 
that lay in patches here and there and the 
mossy mountain shelves, beetles' wings not 
more brilliant. 
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The crowning marvel of the picture lay 
in its repetition. Valley here Succeeded 
valley, alp rose above alp, parapet stretched 
beyond parapet, while overtopping all. Rug- 
den's hut one of many, towered the Mont 
Blancs of the Pyrenees, awful framework of 
stupendous scene. 

The sun, like all great gods, sending a sign 
beforehand, now threw up rays of pink and 
gold on the far-off ranges opposite. Rug- 
den could watch the great transformation as 
he lay, the joyous catching of rosy flame by 
summit and neighboring summit, the hand- 
ing on, as it seemed, of sacred fire, the final 
conflagration, a cold green and gray world 
warmed, irradiated, beautified, from end to 
end ! 

His ecstasy was interrupted by the pastor 
bearing a bowl of hot coffee and slice of 
coarse but wholesome bread. Ange, in his 
shirt sleeves, had not only prepared break- 
fast, but kindled a fire for the purpose. 

** I will make your bed by and by," he 
said, accepting his newly imposed duties as 
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a matter of course. ** And there is hot 
water at your service — almost anything you 
like," he added, smilingly. 

Rugden thanked him, and with relish 
swallowed the excellent cofTee. 

** The lazy loon that I am ! " he ex- 
claimed. ** Truth to tell, I feel dependent 
and unconcerned as a babe in its cradle, sure 
to be fed and attended to at the proper 
time." 

**That is as it should be," Ange replied. 
**I am here to wait on you, to make your 
stay agreeable, and to enjoy myself as well, 
I should say. A week or so with my good 
friend the shepherd is the only annual holi- 
day I get." 

** A right glorious one, too !" 

** Yes, above all to a country-bred fellow, 
whose childhood was spent among herds 
and flocks. It was by the merest chance, as 
I think I have told you, that I became a 
pastor. But for the well-meant offers of a 
relation, I should have stuck to the soil." 

" You do not regret such a change of fort- 
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une? You have no desire to quit the min- 
istry ? " asked Rugden, struck by his com- 
panion's wistful tone. 

** There are moments — but we have plenty 
of time to talk of these things," Ange said, 
with some discomposure. ** I must go now. 
I have our midday dinner to prepare, water 
to fetch from the beck below, a furlong off, 
and a message to be carried to yonder 
chalet " — as he spoke, indicating a tiny white 
speck on what looked like an inaccessible 
ledge of rock. ** Our host was off hours 
ago to tend his sheep ; if you want company, 
you will find him hereabouts." 

** Want company, indeed ! " thought Rug- 
den. Want company in cloudland, the over- 
refined world of every day seven or eight 
thousand feet below? Or if, indeed, he 
yearned for society, there were fleet-footed 
chamois and soaring eagle to break upon his 
loneliness, while far away and around, myr- 
iads of sheep and kine animated the hang- 
ing pastures. 

Want company, indeed ! This ideal soli- 
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tude — would he had a lifetime before him 
for such memories ! — ^was exactly what he 
needed, stimulant and sedative by turns. 
The prospect of days, even weeks, on this 
grand height, amid these wondrous scenes, 
delighted him beyond measure. While tak- 
ing his fill of Nature, living so largely, so 
impersonally, he could yet gather up a loose 
thread or two of work and thought, render a 
little more complete the fabric called individ- 
ual life. 

As he bestirred himself in his narrow 
quarters, making use of a nail here, a rude 
shelf there, for the first time in life possessed 
by the genius of tidiness, a fallen letter 
caught his eye. Stooping down, he recog- 
nized Lamenta's handwriting, and at once 
broke the seal. Delivered with other mis- 
sives at the moment of departure, it had been 
thrust into an outer pocket, unopened. 

" Super-excellent Lamenta ! " he mused, 
**thus to keep me posted in her affairs — 
Eldred's affairs ! How strange the effect of 
displacement ! It seems already a season 
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since we parted company, although but the 
better half of a week. Well, your news, my 
good honest Cato in petticoats, Diogenes 
minus trews and beard." 

Lamenta's penmanship, while plain to 
read, had something in common with the 
writer's character. There were no graceful 
roundings-off , no delicate curves ; each letter 
stood stiff and square as a conscript at drill 
or a sentinel at his post. She seemed to 
have studied handwriting from a psycho- 
logical point of view, making it a transcript 
of temperament and idiosyncrasy. 

** Eldred is delighted with this place," she 
wrote from one of the most famous resorts 
lying between Pau and Perpignan. "As you 
know, it is all the same to me where I am, I 
always find knaves and fools (include me 
among the first if you choose, among the last 
at your peril ! ). Eldred, I say, is delighted ; 
and certainly the place is a heaven upon 
earth, the less said about seraphim and 
cherubim, angels and archangels, the better. 
Oh, the fine trains and bonnets, the fooling 
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and flirtations ! Of course, people are here 
to cure themselves. At your little spa it was 
the same. But those who have families to 
support, who gain their living, who are worth 
their salt " 

** Thank you, Lamenta," Rugden said to 
himself. * ' A pretty compliment, as times go. " 

**one can have patience with. Why 

folks, useless as mannikins, and sure, as they 
put it, of everlasting reward, should make 
such a pother about rheumatic twinges or 
weak throats, passes my comprehension. 
But Eldred, fortunately for her, sees no 
drawbacks. She gets bowed to, made way 
for as a young princess. (I have insisted on 
her buying a French gown and hat, the lat- 
ter such a masterpiece of millinery that I am 
sure South Sea Islanders would worship it 
as a fetich. Would they be much more child- 
ish than the queens of society here ?) ** 

** Crusty but kindly Lamenta ! " Rugden 
mused, with a softened expression. ** I never 
think of Eldred*s dresses and hats. But for 
you, the poor child would go a dowdy indeed." 
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** We lead, as everybody else does, a gala 
life — drives, picnics, concerts, dances. For 
the first time Eldred sees the world and 
likes it ! There is a period when we all 
relish penny tarts and ices. Let her have 
her surfeit now, maybe offers of marriage 
from Russian princes, Italian counts, and 
French marquises " 

Rugden put down the letter with a gest- 
ure of dismay. 

** I will recall them, give up this plan ; we 
will travel together," he thought. " Yet, no, 
Lamenta is to be trusted. I am scared by 
mere pleasantry." 

He took up the missive and read on : 

** Eldred knows how to hold her own, 
never fear, and nothing so unromantic as a 
girl just out of the school-room. 

**Well, the beginning and end of this 
rigmarole is, that we are spending your 
money, sir, as fast as we can ; we shall soon 
want more. One can't hobnob with am- 
bassadors, counts, milords, and miladies for 
nothing. A day in their company costs more 
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than a week among the nice, homely people 
at your little spa. • How I loved that place ! '* 

** Come, come, Lamenta, that won't do," 
mused Rugden. 

** How I loathe this ! But everything helps 
the clock to go. I — that is to say, Eldred — 
you want no news of mine — hopes you relish 
a shepherd's life, sends kindest love. We 
are just off with a dozen grand folks to see 
some famous waterfall or other — no, I mean 
valley — no, it is a big rock split in two — all 
one to me. A wheat-field, gleaners, dusty 
lanes, and blackberries — that is what / call 
Nature. No more to-day. — Your servant, 

** Lavinia Tart." 

" The plan has answered, then," mused 
Rugden, as he replaced the letter in its 
envelope. ** A little distraction, a glimpse of 
the world aptly follows the long uneventful 
season at our rustic spa. And well that 
Eldred should gain wider experience before 
the final settling down." On the whole, the 
letter cheered him. Eldred was happy. 



XXII 

AN AERIAL BANQUET 

It was now noon. The hide-and-seek of 
mist about the mountain-sides had ended, 
clear as cut gems showed jagged peak and 
bold headland, bright and deep-hued as the 
verdant slopes hemming them round, the 
pastures of dale and valley. Rugden had 
spent the morning after rare fashion. Just 
outside his hut a prolonged ledge of rock, 
outwork of the lofty rampart sheltering the 
platform, lent delicious shadow. Within a 
stone's throw lay patches of never-melted 
glacier and, in close juxtaposition, masses 
of deep blue iris. Summer and winter 
abide here in perpetual fellowship, sunshine 
and frost never losing sight of each other. 

Deliciously cool Rugden's mossy retreat, 
a few steps farther and the meridian rays 
scorched and blinded. A cheery halloo 



» 



AN AERIAL BANQUET 223 

roused him from his nook. Looking up, he 
saw two blue-bloused figures climbing the 
lower platform, and at the sound Ange ran 
out of the adjoining hut, bearing an armful of 
plates, bottles, and cutlery. With surprising 
alertness he now threw a cloth of coarse un- 
bleached homespun over a rudely constructed 
moss-grown table, laid covers for four, then 
proceeded to fetch bread, wine, and water. 
By the time the heated climbers reached 
their destination, nothing remained but to 
dish up dinner. 

Awkwardness, inappropriateness, are no 
growths of French soil. Not easier Rugden's 
manner than that of his host and fellow-guest, 
both peasant-bom and peasant-bred, owners 
of scattered fields and pastures below. 

** I have brought a friend with me to enjoy 
your society, sir," began the first, introducing 
his neighbor. " The pastor generally brings 
good company when he pays us a visit." 

** Where should I go for bad company if I 
wanted it ? " Ange asked, as he placed on 
the table a bowl of steaming soup. 
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** True enough," was the answer. " Folks 
are mainly good folks in these parts, not 
learned, not men of the world like yourself, 
sir," added the host, still addressing himself 
to Rugden, "but honest, each minding his 
own affairs, everyone trying to better him- 
self and not harm his neighbor." 

**An admirable summing up of human 
excellence," Rugden observed. "The pat- 
tern could hardly be improved upon." 

The four now seated themselves ; enor- 
mous napkins, white as snow, were carefully 
tucked over the clean, blue blouses. All 
entered with zest into the spirit of the hour. 

Host and neighbor were types of the 
small Pyrenean farmer hereabouts, S|talwart, 
sunburnt, perhaps apparently lethargic, yet 
keen and tenacious. Unrevolutionary, un- 
emotional, this handful of mountaineers and 
dalesfolk had ever remained true to the faith 
of their fethers, through stress and storm the 
Huguenot stock keeping sound and whole. 

The elder man, Rugden's host, was of a 
shrewd, inquiring, confidential turn ; the 
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Other, much pondering on human affairs had 
rendered cautious to mistrust. It was not 
till they were half way through the meal be- 
fore he could satisfy himself that this Eng- 
lish guest was there merely as he was him- 
self, to partake and enjoy. 

** You make us out better than we are — a 
sure way of leading others to think us 
worse," he remarked to his host. Then, 
turning to Rugden, added, ** The pastor yon- 
der will tell you that there is not much to 
lead us astray. Small credit to us, then, if 
we don't misbehave ourselves." 

**Nay," Rugden said, smiling, ** that argu- 
ment requires looking into. I see" — he 
waved his hand in the direction of the scat- 
tered hamlets — ** a population neither demor- 
alized by wealth nor degraded by poverty. 
But it is made up of men and women, all 
the same. The elements of good and evil, 
excellence and perversity, are there." 

" I agree with our English visitor," broke 

in the cheery host. **The certainty of a 

good dinner " - 

15 
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"Like this most appetizing meal," inter- 
rupted Rugden. 

The host bowed, and went on — "and a 
soft bed never made a saint yet. No, 
neighbor ; more goes to the composition of 
a villain than his proximity to cabarets and 
gambling-tables. I take it we must look 
backward and see what our parents and 
grandparents were like. The stock — that is 
my meaning — the stock is everything." 

Before replying, the blue-bloused guest 
lifted from the ground his especial bottle of 
wine — each was expected to empty his own ; 
putting the neck to his lips he swallowed a 
copious draught, then made deliberate 
answer. 

**Well, you won't raise corn from char- 
lock seed, I grant you, nor race-horses from 
Flemish mares. But I hold that the rearing 
is as important as the breed. Take our own 
case. From morning to night, from January 
till December, we are occupied with honest 
work. Isn't that as good as going to church 
any day ? (No offence, Mr. Pastor.) Our 
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animals, our crops, our implements, all the 
occupation these give us, is wholesome, puts 
health, sense, reasoning into a man/* 

He looked round, not at all with the jaun- 
tiness of a successful disputant, rather with 
the sobriety of one ready to be convinced on 
the other side. The host being now busy in 
uncorking a bottle of Bordeaux, fit accom- 
paniment to the roast venison, Rugden took 
up the cudgels. 

"Admirably have you stated your case," 
he said. " Yet is it satisfactorily made out ? 
Are there not some regions in France as 
rustic, as remote as this, in which the influ- 
ences you describe so well appear null ? " 

**Ah!" exclaimed the host, glancing slyly 
at his neighbor, "better give over, friend, 
and take all the credit strangers are willing 
to give us. We should sit talking here till 
to-morrow if we sifted the matter to the 
bottom. But has our pastor nothing to say, 
for either or both of us ? " 

Ange excused himself. 

"Truth to tell," he added, "if I argued to- 
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day it would be as a farmer, not as a minis- 
ter of religion." He colored, and went on: 
** Indeed, when I am here, I forget my call- 
ing, fancy myself herdsman, shepherd, hus- 
bandman, by turns — as I should have been 
but for accident." 

There was almost a tone of wistfulness in 
the young man's voice as he spoke. Rug- 
den looked up curiously. If indeed Ange 
yearned for a wider, more elastic career, 
what then ? No obstacles now stood in his 
way. For his own part, he should welcome 
the step. 

"Not vintager?" asked the cheery host, 
bringing from his pocket a crumpled half- 
penny newspaper. ** Don't you wish your- 
self a vine-grower when you read of all that 
is taking place in your native Camargue? 
Swamps transformed into gardens, fortunes 
being rapidly made, an entire region become 
a gold-field, a diamond mine, through the 
agency of the vine. Perhaps you will kind- 
ly read the paragraph to us while we smoke 
our cigarettes." 
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" I have already received full particulars 
from my family," Ange replied. Then, ad- 
dressing himself to Rugden, he added, ** I 
intended to tell you about these marvellous 
enterprises and opening for capital " 

He left his sentence unfinished, and again 
Rugden noticed a certain shyness, a shrink- 
ing from observation. Fortunately, the din- 
ner and the service came to his aid. Being 
the youngest of the party, Ange persisted in 
dishing up and changing plates, the others 
good-naturedly remonstrating. 

What a banquet to remember ! Hotly as 
the sun shone on the sward below, sea 
breezes not purer, more cooling than the 
air blown across piny clefts and aromatic 
pasture. The grandeur of ocean was here 
without its ceaseless resonance. Silence 
brooded over the immense panorama, only 
broken by the tinkle of cattle-bell, the whirr 
of eagle's wing, or murmur of far-off torrent ; 
and invigorating as mountain air to Rugden 
was the brisk, crystal-clear speech of these 
sons of the soil, each in his small way lord- 
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ling also. Over their thimbleful of cura^oa 
and tiny cigarettes, however, the pair grew 
taciturn. Ange's newspaper slip had set 
them thinking. Or, wondered Rugden, were 
they also subdued, spellbound by the majesty 
of the place and hour ? 

** I thank you much, sir, for your profita- 
ble conversation," said the guest at last, ris- 
ing to take leave. ** Maybe we shall meet 
again before you return to the valley." 

His host laid a hearty hand on his shoul- 
der. 

" Come, neighbor, no ceremony. Don't 
let the pastor or myself have to fetch you a 
second time. Sit down to our soup when- 
ever your beasts can spare you." 

The four men stood for a moment, bowing 
to each other, bareheaded. Then, taking up 
his stout stick, the blue-bloused visitor hast- 
ened toward his pasturage lower down. 

** Let us have a walk together before the 
sun sets," Rugden said to Ange, when they 
were alone. ** I have something to say to 
you." 
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" I also should well like a talk," the pastor 
said, " so many things have happened since 
you quitted the parsonage, four months ago." 

** Has anything really happened any- 
where ? " Rugden asked, with affected in- 
credulity, **I assure you I seem to have 
been put to sleep, like the princess in the 
fairy tale." 

** Which means that you have been happy, 
I suppose ? " Ange said, studying his friend's 
face, looking at him from head to foot. 

** I have certainly found myself freer from 
bodily pain than for months, nay, years past," 
was the careless answer. "Your little spa 
possesses undoubted soporific properties." 

He turned into his hut for a siesta, the 
other watching him with a puzzled look. 



XXIII 



CONFIDENCES 



RuGDEN slept long and heavily. Ange, 
peeping at him from time to time, was 
amazed at the placidity, almost infantine re- 
pose of features he had seen contorted with 
suffering, seldom indeed without its trace. 

As he stood in the doorway, a sunbeam 
lighted up the sleeper. The young man, so 
careless of his own beauty, uttered a sup- 
pressed cry of admiration. 

Some grand old portrait painter seemed to 
have been at work here ! The lofty brow, 
the massive yet symmetrical nose and chin, 
the firmly set lips — even in sleep expressive of 
self-mastery, the dark locks slightly silvered, 
made a picture not to be forgotten. Nor 
were the rude accessories of the hut without 
effect. For background, Rugden had shafts 
of pine-wood, unstripped of bark or moss, 
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for coverlid an undyed sheepskin, a glint of 
sunshine falling here and there. 

At length he awoke, not with a start or 
sign of cramp, rather slowly and smilingly 
as a happy child. 

** I have had pleasant dreams, and pleasant 
the awakening," he said ; adding, as he 
looked at his watch, " but I am ashamed to 
have lost so much time." 

** Nay, no need for self-reproach. It was 
past midnight ere we went to bed." 

" Our host was astir at dawn, all the same." 

**Ah!" Ange observed laughingly, "we 
mountaineers — I call myself one of them for 
the nonce — ^leam to economize sleep after 
the manner of Parisians. You see, at cer- 
tain seasons of the year, there is so much to 
do during the day, even the longest is all too 
short." 

"With life the same thing," put in Rug- 
den. 

"If for no other reason, I must condemn 
vindictive decriers of our peasants," con- 
tinued the other. " Such critics entirely lose 
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sight of the self-sacrifice in little things, the 
renunciation exacted of those who till the 
soil and tend flocks and herds. The vine, 
too ! Ah, if I could make clear to you how 
much patience — and science, forsooth ! — ^go 
to the making of a vine-dresser ! " 

** You were never destined for the pulpit, 
that is quite certain ; I recognize in you the 
born countryman. Well, as we stroll along, 
we will leave generalities and give our mind 
to particulars," Rugden said. ** And wehave 
no time to lose ; we must even now get 
much lower down to recapture the sun." 

Each furnished with a stout, sharp-pointed 
stick, they now zig-zagged below, gradually 
leaving the snow behind. The pastor was 
accustomed to the phenomena of mountain 
scenery, and, moreover, seemed too busy with 
his own thoughts just then to notice the 
changes of perspective. But Rugden halted 
from time to time, glancing backward and 
forward. 

**We sigh for intimate knowledge of other 
globes, and yet how little do most of us 
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know or realize our own. Everyone has a 
notion that the sun rises and sets, but the 
how ? Does not that make many suns ? The 
lighthouse-keeper has his, the mariner also, 
and the mountaineer and the dalesman. But, 
as I said, from abstractions to the concrete. 
You have something to say to me. Out 
with it as we go. " 

They had accomplished a somewhat peril- 
ous descent, bestriding a split in the rock 
here, clinging as best they could to a wall of 
cliff there, and were now on the other side of 
the headland. Glade upon glade of brilliant 
turf, so many stairs of velvety green, sepa- 
rated them from the valley, now bathed in 
golden mist. 

**Ah! let us sun ourselves while we 
may," Rugden said, lying at full length on 
the turf and twisting a cigarette. "Well ? " 

Somewhat reluctantly and hesitatingly 
Ange produced the crumpled newspaper 
given by his host. 

"We were talking at table of the tre- 
mendous changes taking place in my native 
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country, the strange, hitherto desolate region 
of the Camargue. I had already learned 
from my own people all and more than this 
newspaper can tell me, and I had intended 
to consult you on the subject " 

** Speak out. I am your good friend," 
Rugden interrupted in an encouraging voice. 
The witchery of the hour intoxicated him. 
He almost lost sight of his own personaUty, 
so keen, so intense his enjoyment. 

" You are more than that ; I must call you 
my benefactor, my Providence,'* Ange went 
on, his face kindling. ** And I am sure you 
are the last person to misjudge my actions. 
Truth to tell, then, I have decided to give 
up the pastorate." 

" And devote yourself to this wonderful 
work, the transformation of salt marsh into 
vineyard, the acquisition also of millions ? I 
understand it all. Were I in your place 
I should do the same." 

" I have often explained to you that I was 
called to the ministry rather by force of cir- 
cumstances than natural bent of mind. One 
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of several brothers, my parents gratefully 
accepted for me a training which meant — if 
no more — an honest livelihood. I have en- 
deavored to do my duty. I have never done 
anything that could discredit the priestly 
office. That is all I can say for myself." 

** You would fain lead a more active life, 
throw heart and soul into practical matters, 
enjoy a less limited intercourse with the 
world?" 

Ange paused for a moment, then added, 
with something like self-assertion : 

**I hope that I am not hearkening to 
self alone. Think of the inestimable good 
enterprise means here ! A deadly climate 
rendered healthful, a wilderness peopled. 
And the people I should thus benefit and 
enrich are kinsfolk, friends, neighbors — 
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** Go and prosper. You have my heartfelt 
wishes," Rugden said, for the moment en- 
tirely misled by the young man's speech, on 
an entirely wrong tack, alike conclusions 
and surmises wide of the mark. 

"Go and prosper," he repeated, turning 
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round suddenly and shaking him by the 
hand. **With regard to me and mine," he 
added, his voice faltering, "you have be- 
haved as the very soul of honor. Eldred 
will have no reason to blame your decision. 
Your reticence, your chivalrous reserve, have 
left her heart-free ; and for yourself, this 
step speaks. It is not then as I hoped and 
believed? You can bid her. farewell without 
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**You misunderstand me wholly," Ange 
interrupted, with almost passionate vehe- 
mence. ** It is more on Eldred's account 
than my own that I propose to embark 
upon a wider career." 

He gained in eloquence as he continued — 
** I forbore to speak out — to her — ere you 
quitted the parsonage, and we have seen 
little of each other since. Such separation 
was necessary ; it has made me feel sure of 
myself — for Eldred I cannot speak. During 
these long months I have pondered on my 
prospects. A man offers the woman he 
loves not only his heart, his name, but his 
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life. If that is unworthy of her, he should 
hold his peace. There is no future for me ; 
no advancement awaits the Protestant pastor 
in France, however brilliant his parts, and 
mine, alas ! are of every day. Could Eldred 
be content to spend her days here ? Would 
she not weary of this isolation, this routine ? 
But how splendid a position now awaits me 
in my native province ! We should be first 
in the place, Eldred and I — I use the word 
first in its righteous, beneficent sense. You 
have heard the report. There are fortunes 
upon fortunes to be made by capitalists able 
to sink money for a time. Vineyards are 
not, of course, created in a day." 

** Before making even a single fortune, 
you would have to spend one, I see that," 
Rugden answered somewhat chillingly. He 
was thinking less of Eldred now than of 
many another golden dream — dream of mill- 
ions ! — destined to vanish as perhaps this 
one might do, leaving only disillusion be- 
hind. 

The glow faded from the pastor's face, his 
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enthusiasm was gone in a moment, with it 
self-confidence and even composure. 

** Pray forgive me," he got out in a tone 
of positive contrition. " I ought not, I know, 
to have entertained the notion for a mo- 
ment ; but I thought — I hoped — ^that Eldred 
might listen to me, and you gave me to 
understand in the first instance that she was 
not portionless." 

Rugden realized his blunder at once, and 
hastened to justify himself. 

** Make no excuse. You were quite right 
to take me into your confidence. I am far 
from discommending your projects ; no 
scruples of mine shall stand between you 
and your wishes. We must go more fully 
into the matter by and by." 

He took out his pocket-book and pencilled 
down a date. 

** See," he said, " in little more than three 
weeks from to-day Eldred will be here. 
You must not then delay a moment. Speak 
out boldly. On Eldred's Yes or No depends 
everything. And now," he added in a tone 
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of relief, evidently glad to be rid of the sub- 
ject, ** let us continue our walk." 

Both became silent as they dropped upon 
another and yet another green stage of the 
mountain-side. After Ange's outburst of 
thanks and Rugden's reiterated promise of 
support, there seemed no more to say. The 
quiet beauty of the afternoon invited pen- 
si veness rather than enthusiasm. Rugden's 
joyous mood was gone. He did not in the 
least blame Ange for thus reminding him of 
the world beyond these mountain ramparts, 
and of the thickly implicated interests from 
which he was shut out. But the young 
lover's castle-building depressed him. It was 
as if a lovely child bearing spring flowers 
had entered a sick-room. While keenly 
anxious to insure Eldred's happiness, he 
would fain regard her as his own yet a little 
while. Ange and his blissful dreams could 
wait ! 

At the door of the cabin his companion 

stopped short, and said, with a distressed 

look : 

16 
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" Pray ease my mind on one point. You 
believe in my integrity ? You do not accuse 
me of mercenariness ? " 

Rugden pooh-poohed the appeal good- 
naturedly, and in good earnest. 

** I had flattered myself that we knew each 
other by this time," he answered. ** Not a 
word more in that strain, I entreat." 



XXIV 



ESPIONAGE 



His sojourn in cloudland reminded Rugden 
of existence in mid -ocean. There was the 
same remoteness from ordinary conditions, 
the same absence of artificiality, a kindred 
sublimeness of perspective. And the very 
aura of the universe, the life-giving essence 
to which are due all created things, seemed 
here breathable in its purity, almost rpeasure- 
less areas unadulterated as in the youth of 
mother earth. 

It was not only to atmosphere, horizon, 
sky, that Rugden owned himself daily debtor. 
Besides these potent influences were other 
elements of strengthening and comfort — 
healing he would have said of any case but 
his own. The aromatic wafts from vast pine 
wood and thymy pasture, the plunge in 
mountain stream, the rambles on this airy 
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pinnacle, counted for much ; nor did he lose 
sight of immediate surroundings, the effects 
of society, daily habits, regimen. Little 
doubt that Angers care had a good deal to 
do with his lightsome humor and compara- 
tive bodily ease. As are most country pas- 
tors, the young man was a skilled herbalist 
Rugden had but to complain of a twinge, 
ache, or fit of nausea, his friend was straight- 
way ready with potion or cataplasm. Did 
he cough or clear his throat, there were pec- 
toral flowers for an infusion, home-made 
preparation of mallow and mulberry. 

** I shall have to invent an ailing in order 
to exhaust your pharmacopoeia," he would 
say laughingly. 

After the young pastor's care there was 
the society of his friends. 

These days of aerial existence — so, indeed, 
they might be called — were the reverse of 
monotonous. The midday meal would be 
generally shared by neighbor, shrewd shep- 
herd or herdsman, or perhaps justice of the 
peace, notary, professor, making a pedestrian 
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tour of the valley. Such intercourse was no 
less welcome to Rugden than that of highly- 
cultured, cosmopolitan circles. From one 
and all he learned what books can never teach. 

As the holiday was drawing to a close, 
Ange announced a fresh arrival. 

** To-day we are to entertain a Parisian. 
You will be introduced to my most distin- 
guished friend, a school comrade for whom, 
if I mistake not, is reserved a brilliant des- 
tiny." He added, after a moment's hesita- 
tion, **My visitor is a physician. I am sure, 
if you wish it, he would be proud to give you 
a friendly consultation." 

** Heaven forbid ! " ejaculated Rugden. ** I 
have done with the doctors. Amen to one 
and all ! Which does not mean that I shall 
the less enjoy this gentleman's society," he 
added apologetically. **A whiff from the 
world of science after draughts of Nature 
unalloyed ! Well, actuality is ever interest- 
ing; to-night we will sift many matters." 

Ange was about to leave him, when he 
was called back. 
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**No preliminary details, remember — no 
diagnosis. I am for the moment a mere 
tourist, a hard-worked fellow taking rest like 
himself. Your friend need know no more." 

The young man lingered on the threshold, 
apparently minded to say something, yet 
lacking courage. At last he got out : 

** Although too young to have risen to the 
top of his profession, my friend Dr. Para is 
regarded as the leader of a new school. I 
thought perhaps you might just like to have 
his opinion " 

**On any and every subject but myself, 
yes. In the case of sick men, you know 
right well, such opinions — I mean of special- 
ists — are rarely asked or given till they are 
of no use. Your big man should have been 
bom earlier in order to cure me." 

Ange ventured on yet another word. 

** And, oddly enough, the malady from 
which you suffer has been made his especial 
study." 

" I am sorry, then, that I did not come in- 
to the world twenty years later, or he twenty 
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years earlier. Unfortunately, it is too late 
to take our parents to task now," Rugden 
answered dryly. 

That noonday dinner would have been 
pleasant enough but for the invalid's sus- 
piciousness. Ange and his friend were in 
the highest spirits, and had more to say to 
each other than could possibly be got 
through in twenty-four hours. The ** thee" 
and ** thou " of comradeship sounded delight- 
fully in Rugden*s ears. The young doctor, 
Parisian by virtue of calling only, with Ange, 
a native of Provence, was brimful of infor- 
mation and anecdote ; his excellent stories 
made the sunny platform resound with ^ 
laughter, even the austere host became face- 
tious. Rugden said Httle, apparently ill at 
ease. The merest glance, the slightest show 
of interest, on the part of the new-comer af- 
fronted him. He evidently imagined him- 
self an object of professional inquiry. 

But for such morbid fancies, this friend of 
his friend would have inspired confidence. 
Ange's senior by several years, as hard a 



248 THE CURB OF HONOR 

worked practitioner and laborious a student 
as the medical ranks could show, he yet re- 
tained the freshness and bodily vigor of a 
countryman, and the simplicity and out- 
spokenness of provincial bringing-up. Lit- 
tle enough of the scientist seemed there 
about this sunburnt pedestrian; his white 
cotton blouse, broad-brimmed, high-crowned 
Manilla hat, and bare brown hands suggest- 
ing homely out-of-door occupation rather 
than the learned schools. 

The gist of a fable lies in the apologue, of 
a dinner in the cigarette and thimbleful of 
coffee that aid digestion. When their meal 
was over, the four men threw themselves 
at full length on the warm, flowery grass, 
and sent up tiny spirals of smoke, each 
clear as blue threads against the deeper- 
hued heavens. Profound stillness reigned. 
Voiceless the immensity around as the still 
vaster immensity overhead. 

It was impossible for Rugden to resist 
such a scene. His moroseness vanished. 
He forgot the keen glances directed at him 
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from time to time ; he became himself, his 
best self. The tormenting suspicions of a 
few months before were ignored ; he grew 
argumentative, confidential. As he lay on 
his back, his hands supporting his head, he 
talked easily and well. 

** I must say — forgive me, doctor — that I 
think you are all on a wrong tack. What 
is the attitude of scientists generally ? Very 
much that of theologians, seeking palliatives 
for evil and evil-doing in the unknown, 
spurning, or at least ignoring, the knowable. 
Are there no means, forsooth, of moralizing 
humanity except by pictures of perpetual 
hallelujahs or burnings ? Are there no 
methods of healing disease except by creat- 
ing, fostering disease, by hypothesis after 
hypothesis, often as mischievous as illusory ? 
The knowable, the righteously knowable, 
how is that neglected in our day ! Disease, 
mental, moral, physical, ruthlessly handed 
down from father to son, society cursed by a 
thousand ills, foresight — and of course, self- 
sacrifice, self - respect — could prevent. On 
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the Other hand, Nature treated with no more 
reverence, no more tenderness, . than if hu- 
manity — ah, degraded humanity ! blush, 
hang your craven head ! — were her sole 
handiwork, nothing else worthy of a thought. 
Bond-slave of science — in this sense mere 
selfishness," he added playfully — "vindicate 
yourself if you can." 

The other smiled also. 

** Truth to tell, you have in a great meas- 
ure stated my own views — ^theories, I am 
glad to say, gaining acceptance among my 
younger colleagues." 

**We are friends, then," Rugden replied, 
** and I rejoice that chance has thus brought 
us together. Let me then tell you some- 
thing, illustrate my — our doctrine from per- 
sonal experience." 

Ange now rose, having, he said, an er- 
rand ; the host also excused himself. Rug- 
den and the doctor were left alone. 

His scruples cast to the four winds, confi- 
dence having replaced the mistrust of a few 
minutes before, Rugden began his outpour- 
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ing. No fear of espiers or eavesdroppers in 
this consultation-room ; for roof the wide 
heavens, for walls the far-off mountain para- 
pets, the busy, babbling world miles away, 
thousands and thousands of feet below. 
Tenants of a light-house could enjoy no 
greater privacy. 

" You see before you," he began, ** a mass 
of misshapenness, a disease-tormented man. 
Take me as the text of the little sermon 
just preached to you, a living illustration of 
my argument. What I hold is this : We 
have recourse to quackery, to patching, 
mending, bolstering, while we leave the radi- 
cal mischief untouched. Were my health 
restored to me, had I years of life before me, 
would I so dishonor myself and the race, 
think you, as to let my copy go down to 
the world, become the progenitor of others 
no better off in a bodily sense — ^with the 
mind there is nothing the matter — than my- 
self ? The great gods save me from such 
sin ! Let us imitate the rational vine-growers 
of France, v How do they treat their worm- 
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eaten vines? Away they go, stock, stem, 
and root, not a vestige of their rottenness 
left in the soil. And till medical science, 
. law, and philanthropy imitate this example, 
I am thinking society will make no great 
strides." 

The young doctor said little. Unob- 
served by his listener, he was quietly taking 
notes. When he did put in a word, it was 
simply a lure for further confidences. His 
affected dreaminess and nonchalant ques- 
tions threw the speaker off his guard. Rug- 
den became more and more open, quite 
unconscious of being duped. 
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A TRUMPET CALL 



" Now for the moral of my discourse," Rug- 
den said, when he had talked, and of himself 
only, for the best part of an hour, "for a 
conclusion which you may proclaim on the 
house-tops. I have told you the history of 
a luckless, incurable man ; of a man — I may 
say that — who has wrestled with disease as 
Jacob with the angel. Life, bare existence 
— I do not seek to deny it — is most precious 
to me. Cian it be otherwise to any thinking, 
feeling, inquiring being ? For every year I 
was willing to give all but my last farthing. 
And your fraternity — a most generous, sin- 
gle-minded fraternity, I admit, to fellow- 
beings — did its utmost on the old lines. 
Skill, patience, care were ungrudgingly be- 
stowed upon me. I seemed to be an espe- 
cial object of solicitude in the eyes of the 



254 THE CURB OF HONOR 

doctors; but miracles who can expect? 
Just nine months ago, I came here — to 
die " 

"The wariest of us are sometimes 
strangely out of their reckoning," put in 
the young physician, with a wry face. ** It 
never answers to order the undertaker be- 
forehand." 

"Well, to end my days in peace and com- 
parative idleness," Rugden continued ; "for, 
I confess, your colleagues found in me no 
tractable patient. I was always breaking 
rules ; one cannot lead the life of a sucking 
baby. I came, then, to dawdle away a few 
months in this heavenly region, expecting 
no more from you all, my best friends now 
being the druggists. Our fellow-guest, Ange 
AUard, will tell you something on that head. 
The soporifics eased my torture, I used them 
pretty freely. But after a time, of late, 
natural anaesthetics have taken their place; 
the pure air, the aromatic scents, the won- 
drously healing waters " 

" Give us some credit there," interrupted 
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Para. "The discovery of the little spa which 
cured you " 



** Which alleviated my condition- 
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"That spring, of such efficaciousness in 
certain disorders, was first made known by a 
doctor." 

"He has my benediction," Rugden went 
on. " Freedom from harass, absence of arti- 
ficial excitement, absolutely novel and whole- 
some surroundings — do not lose sight of that 
item — the perpetual exhilaration of natural 
beauty, these have been my medicines during 
the last few months. How have they an- 
swered ? I feel at times almost inclined to 
say with Molifere's * Malade Imaginaire,' * I 
eat well, sleep well, feel well, yet remain a 
sick man.'" 

His hearer laughed aloud. 

"There are more Argans in the world than 
most people are aware of ; at any rate, you 
would pass muster for the valid any day." 

" Should I, think you, doctor ? But the 
taking in others is a hollow satisfaction. I 
have long confronted the worst." 
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" Humph ! let us see." 

Playfully, yet in right good earnest, the 
doctor sprang upon him. With sharp, fur- 
tive glances he had awaited his opportun- 
ity. Before Rugden could resist, a » swift, 
firm grip held him fast ; practised hands, 
skilled eyes and ears, were busy, no newly 
admitted inmate of a hospital undergoing 
closer examination than the prostrate form 
on the turf. 

** A moment, I ask a moment only," mur- 
mured Para, as his patient offered mild re- 
sistance. "All the apologies you please 
after." 

** Ah, I see it all," Rugden said, with af- 
fected disgust. " I am the victim of a con- 
spiracy. This was arranged, between Ange 
AUard and yourself long ago. Well, I 
ought not begrudge a good friend of his 
anything. May you be the wiser ! " 

Delighted beyond measure at meeting 
with no sterner rebuff, the young doctor 
now proceeded deliberately, and at his lei- 
sure. Instruments were brought out, lungs 
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and heart tested,* process after process gone 
through ; seconds ran into minutes, minutes 
into fives and tens, the moment petitioned 
for grew to half an hour. 

"Insatiable scientist! never - satisfied in- 
vestigator ! " Rugden interposed. The 
young man's bonhomie had disarmed him, 
he now submitted to his manipulations with- 
out a grimace. "Is there no one, not even 
the most respectable of us, anything more 
to you than a bundle of nerves, so much 
bone and muscle, a mere piece of machinery 
you delight to tamper with as boys with 
their mothers' watches? I could wish you 
better occupied. But from one point of 
view I admire your ardor, and am glad to be 
able to gratify it. Shall I make you a be- 
quest of my body by way of fee ? " 

The grewsome joke was not heeded, per- 
haps not heard. More and more intent on 
his task, excited and interested in the results 
obtained so far, fearing to be disturbed dur- 
ing the last precious moments, the doctor 

had grown pale as his patient's bared flesh, 
17 
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while thick drops of perspiration rose to his 
forehead. 

Again and again Rugden broke silence, 
now with a joke, now with playfully uttered 
anathema, but the other made no reply. 

" Come, doctor, have done, have done, I 
tell you, or we shall have a band of nymphs 
upon us, be surprised by the naiads of these 
regions ; or, what might prove more disa- 
greeable still, be swooped upon by a gen- 
darme ! On my word, I should hand you 
over to the minister of the law as an assas- 
sin, swear you were caught in intent to mur- 
der ! You shall rue this scurvy trick, I war- 
rant you." 

At last the doctor uttered an ejaculation 
of contentment, adjusted his patient's dress, 
and rose from his knees. 

** I am much obliged to you," he said, as 
he coolly replaced his instruments. * * This 
half hour is worth a thousand francs to me, 
at least." 

** Then I need make no codicil to my will. 
I retract that offer of my body," exclaimed 
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the incorrigible jester. "The worst pay- 
master is he who pays twice over." 

** Don't make sure that you will enrich 
your heirs to such an extent just yet," was 
the reply, as Para pocketed his case. " Sup- 
pose we take a turn, and chat as we go ? " 

Rugden alertly acquiesced. The two men 
strolled backward and forward on their own 
little terrace ; behind them the piled - up 
masses of rock, below and around the tre- 
mendous panorama, alike the green convolu- 
tions of valley and barren peak now aflame 
with crimson and gold. Heavy, almost 
lurid, effulgence filled the heavens. 

" The summer has come to an end. If I 
were in your place, I should not prolong my 
stay," began Para. "A thorough drench- 
ing here might undo the good work of 
weeks." 

Rugden shrugged his shoulders. The 
prospect of departure brought only painful 
thoughts. This mountain sojourn, this gold- 
en holiday ended, what then ? Eldred and 
Ange vanished from sight, his old demons 
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returned to torment him, only Lamenta's 
faithful peevishness and his own fitful pow- 
ers of work left. 

** You remind me," he said, " of the crim- 
inal called out for hanging on a wet day, 
who begged the loan of an umbrella. He 
might catch cold on his way to the gibbet, 
he pleaded." 

The doctor was silent. He glanced at his 
companion once, twice, inquiringly. Was 
this mere cynicism, his looks asked, an affec- 
tation of indifference, or the frank avowal of 
a self-deluded man ? After another turn or 
two, and catching sight of Ange in the far 
distance, he asked : 

" Tell me, are you one of those who dis- 
trust all but sexagenarian wisdom, and hold 
that true sapience lies in white hairs ? " 

** By no means." 

** I believe our friend explained to you 
that your case " 

" Oh, for Heaven's sake, leave my case 
alone ! You were welcome to such poor 
instruction as I have just afforded. Young, 
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ardent inquirers — when their method is legit- 
imate — have ever my warm sympathy. I 
was glad, too, for the pastor's sake, to do 
you a good turn. There the matter ends." 

*' Excuse me, sir," began the doctor. 
** Such a step, the examination to which I 
subjected you just now, would have been 
unpardonable but for a personal motive, ex- 
treme interest in yourself." 

** I am much obliged to you, I am sure. 
There that matter may end also." 

** Excuse me once more. I have a right 
to be heard, I insist on being heard," the 
other pursued, with the gentle firmness of 
his profession. "You learned from our 
friend that I already enjoy a respectable, I 
may say an honorable position ; there is no 
favor shown in the medical ranks." 

" You are right," Rugden put in heartily. 

** All this is said in self-justification, other- 
v/ise I must appear unwarrantably forward 
and interfering, the opinion thus thrust upon 
you worthless." 

The young man now stopped short, seiz- 
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ing Rugden by one arm, made him turn 
about and meet his own eager, triumphant 
glance. 

" Hearken," he said in a solemn voice, 
"it is no quack, no inexpert, who speaks. 
For the time being, the disease to which you 
have been so long a martyr is arrested. Go 
back to work, to life, to the world. Years 
and years of mental activity and enjoyment 
may yet be yours ! " 



XXVI 



JOY MAKES AFRAID 



Joy makes afraid. Seldom had bodily dis- 
tress given Rugden an unquieter pillow than 
that from which he arose next morning. He 
likened himself to one of those lucky — or 
luckless — ^wights who escape the gallows at 
the last moment, by some freak of fate sus- 
pended halter withdrawn, the death -knell 
made to cease. But when the first overpow- 
ering shock was mastered, the terrible vertigo 
subdued, wild exultation took possession of 
him. He could once more look beyond his 
sublime prison ; not only this mountain-girt, 
wide-heavened world was his, but the home- 
lier, dearer sphere outside. All the accumu- 
lated patience and renunciation of months 
and years, the stolid, even cynical calm of 
supreme endurance, the self-controlled, un- 
flinching sternness of indomitable will, now 
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gave way to softer feelings. His iron mood 
melted. He sighed for yet a completer soli- 
tude in which to weep and pray. Pray to 
whom ? for what ? He hardly knew ; he 
only felt that the years thus granted to him 
should be consecrated at the onset. He must 
give them the chrism he believed in — surely 
the chrism all religious souls believe in — 
that of a noble purpose ! This precious rem- 
nant should receive the sanctification of his 
best thoughts, aspirations, deeds. 

The day, he saw, was to be no common 
one. Those gold-rimmed purple clouds roll- 
ing so heavily from the sun's path, and the 
intermittent hush and surging of the pine 
forest, betokened change. There would be 
pageantry in cloudland ere nightfall. Not 
without ponip and majesty, surely, ended the 
reign of summer here; superbly inaugurated 
must be the solemn, monotonous sway of 
frost and snow. As he threw open his door, 
Ange looked in with a peculiar expression. 

"The doctor tells me that you bade him 
good-by last night, so he will not disturb 
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you," he said. **I accompany him a part of 
the road, but shall be back to breakfast — 
bringing other visitors." 

** They will get a drenching, I should say," 
Rugden said, going on alertly with his toi- 
let. " All the same, were I ready, I would 
be of your party now." 

He was in that humor when alike solitude 
and society seemed welcome. The most 
complete loneliness had hardly room for such 
emotion as his, the most congenial fellowship 
could not attune to it. This profound sense 
of isolation was welcome. As often happens 
in hours of supreme contentment, he had 
found himself casting about for a drawback. 
The conviction that any existed acted as a 
palliative. 

** No, far better stay up here," Ange replied. 
** Quite possibly the weather will not break 
for a day or two, till we are safely housed 
below. But I want you to save yourself for 
the afternoon — and my friends," he added 
slyly, wondering whether Rugden had an 
inkling of the surprise in store. 
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"Off with you, then," was the careless 
answer. Rugden, in truth, had hardly heard 
his remark ; his thoughts were on a widely 
different track. 

When he found himself alone and quite 
safe from observation, the two young men 
hastily making for the plain, his host on a 
slope of pasturage far away, he took up hat 
and stick and went abroad. 

During the night fitful slumbers had alter- 
nated with periods of abnormal mental activ- 
ity. He saw as by a strong light, years of 
work once so sombrely regretted, now per- 
haps to be his own. At first the prospect of 
further intellectual achievement and of ac- 
complishing his self-allotted task had dis- 
tanced every other thought ; daily life, the 
fireside, even Eldred, were shadowed. It was 
his stronger, loftier, spiritual self that held 
sway. 

But now the tender, clinging, personal 
individuality asserted its claims. With sweet 
yet disturbing insinuation came the memory 
of Eldred. Do what he would, room must 
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be made for the vision ; there it was, and there 
it insisted on staying. Eldred, even Ange's 
Eldred, represented one-half of his life still ! 

At present the bliss of regaining her pre- 
vailed over every other reflection. He had 
obtained a reprieve ; again and yet again 
might the springtide of the world and of the 
heart be his. In these first moments of ex- 
hilaration all seemed pure gain, he could 
entertain no sense of loss. 

There was a wild stir and joyousness in the 
air that well suited his mood. From end to 
end of the world for days and weeks regarded 
as his own, now reigned tumultuous expres- 
sion of life. The wondrous, unspeakable, al- 
most superhuman calm which had seemed 
part of it, was gone on a sudden. High 
overhead the swiftly borne clouds seemed 
hastening to bear messages that would not 
wait ; athwart the blue and the white, flashed 
eagles, as if they too were busier, joyfuller 
than yesterday ; the pine woods, no longer 
mute and motionless as palm groves by 
Southern shore, made varying, low-toned 
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murmur; while every hanging mead and 
sunny lawn showed signs of animation. The 
wise kine, now lowing so persuasively, under- 
stood that time had come for the winter stall. 

**The vain, self-inflated thing a man is," 
mused Rugden. *M could swear that every- 
thing I behold, sky, mountain, forest, and 
plain, with all their happy peopling, under- 
stood my case, were f6ting me as their own 
especial favorite. And to all I am nothing ! " 

He was in no humor for a hard climb or 
rough descent, brain and body were both 
weary after the feverish night ; still less was 
he predisposed to close thinking or study. 
So he brought out a well-thumbed novel — 
with the rest of the world, Rugden had his 
pet love-story — and, throwing himself on a 
sheltered ledge of rock, began to read. 

For the first time, even the most cherished 
page failed to charm, the darling scene 
brought no delightful illusion. He was soon 
under quite another influence. In less than 
a quarter of an hour he had fallen fast asleep. 

His dreaming to-day was no mere phan- 
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tasmagoria, no kaleidoscopic counterpart of 
his own existence, beauty alternating with 
grotesqueness, symmetry with blotch ; now a 
vision of Eldred, now of Lamenta, brownie 
guarding sylph ; at one moment before him 
Ange, his ** Raphael-faced young priest," the 
next, in saddening contrast, his own figure. 

For once he dreamed as happy sleepers of 
story-book or romance ; his vision had sweet 
continuity, beginning, middle, and end ; all 
the time exquisite fancies floated in his brain, 
subtle emotions held him captive. There 
he lay, amid flowers and butterflies, a fairy 
prince of sylvan realm ; some kind enchant- 
ress had touched him with her wand, behold, 
he was straight, tall, beautiful ! And as he 
lay there, smiling, weeping, praying, bewil- 
dered by such largess of the gods, some- 
thing happened. He caught sight of a 
golden thread dropped from above. Invisi- 
ble hands sent it up. The single thread was 
spun into many, woven into a web silken- 
soft, transparent, yet of pure gold. Wider 
and wider, soon it hung curtainwise between 
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the sleeper and his woodland prospect, hiding 
all from his gaze. Fain to lift the shining 
veil, he raised his hand ; but to no purpose, 
the fairy thing was ponderous as chain armor. 
Just then, from the other side came a voice 
that he knew. Through the lustrous net- 
work he saw Eldred ; she was gathering 
flowers, and greeted him gayly. On a sud- 
den all was changed. Uttering piteous cries 
for help, she clung to the golden screen. A 
serpent had crawled from the forest depths, 
and no other help was at hand. No time 
for hesitation nor delay. Unarmed, unpre- 
pared, delicately reared as a girl, the fairy- 
tale prince was transformed into a paladin. 
Throwing himself on the glittering fence, 
desperately using teeth and nails, he tried to 
tear it asunder. But the fabric, in appear- 
ance light as gossamer, proved a test of al- 
most superhuman strength and self-sacrifice. 
The wrenched-out rivets, sharp as spikes, 
entered into his flesh ; the jagged edges 
made painful wounds ; one sharp point was 
followed by a hundred, each as it seemed 
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wilfully wounding. Now his eyes were 
menaced, now nose, cheek, brow, were hope- 
lessly disfigured. By the time he had forced 
a passage, his beauty was gone. 

But immense the reward, priceless the 
compensation ! 

Alike magic web and serpent vanished as 
they had come, leaving no trace behind. 
Only Eldred remained — an Eldred fairer, 
fonder, more grateful, than had ever been 
his own. Clinging to him, thanking him 
with tears, whispered endearments, and 
kisses, she was held to his heart. They un- 
derstood each other, no shadow darkening 
that sweet yet solemn bridal of dreams. 

Delicious such slumbers, delicious the 
awakening ! As he started from his mossy 
couch, he saw indeed Eldred standing before 
him. She wore a light dress, as still befitted 
the season, and had decked herself with gold 
and silver stars, so indeed looked the large 
luminous blossoms of the Pyrenean thistle 
gathered by the way. 

" We are all here ! " she cried merrily. 
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** To-day is my twenty-first birthday. Ah ! 
you had forgotten ! " 

** Dear child, you know my dislike of anni- 
versaries." 

** It does not matter, you will keep it with 
us all the same. We are to breakfast on the 
turf close by ; see, they are making prepara- 
tions," she said, pointing to a little group 
under the trees. Lamenta, giving shrill- 
voiced orders, the pastor, his host, and a 
shepherd lad running hither and thither. 

Rugden looked up in amazement. There 
was not a trace of timidity or shyness in 
Eldred's voice or manner. Had, then, a few 
weeks' experience of the world transformed 
the child into a woman ? — to her, as to him- 
self, been fated some tremendous awakening ? 

Lamenta now approached, and even in his 
crusty duenna Rugden detected change. 
What was the meaning of this civil "How 
d ye do ? " — these meek retorts ? 

As often happens, a short separation had 
rendered lifelong acquaintances almost stran- 
gers to each o€her. 



XXVII 



A girl's mastery 



The woodland banquet, with its superficial 
sunshine and make-believe serenity, was at 
last over. In the heat-laden atmosphere 
every leaf seemed borne down with sultri- 
ness, only from time to time just swayed by 
the fitful breeze ; no midsummer noon hot- 
ter than this day of late September. Yet 
behind the heavy, copperish clouds evidently 
lurked hurricane and rain-gust, perhaps even 
snow-storm. Thus, too, it was with four of 
the animated picnickers. Eldred's sprightly 
mood, Ange's lover-like exhilaration, Rug- 
den's changeful humor, now playful, now bit- 
ter, Lamenta's jerked-out sallies — all these 
but masked the truth. Suspense, expectancy 
deepest feeling, momentous decisions, were 
veiled. None knew what the next minute 
might bring forth. 

i8 



274 THE CURB OF HONOR 

" I will help Jean to clear and pack up. 
You lazy folks — good for nothing else — can 
wander about and enjoy yourselves," La- 
menta said. Then, abruptly turning her 
back upon the trio, she began the prepara- 
tions for return. 

Ange glanced at Rugden, Rugden silent- 
ly interrogated Eldred. No confidence was 
ever shared by three, who was here the 
supernumerary ? A girl's mandate, sweet- 
voiced yet firm, decided. 

" I will take a turn with my guardian, 
please," she said, looking frankly into the 
pastor's face. " Shall we find you at the hut 
soon ? " 

Ange, no less taken aback than Rugden 
at such promptitude, gave his directions shy- 
ly, but joyfully. What turn should this t6te- 
k-tete take but one ? His own happiness, 
his future, were now to be assured. The 
homeward start must be made in two hours* 
time, he said ; meanwhile he would look to 
the mules. 

Eldred made careless reply, and almost 
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unceremoniously as Lamenta herself, turned 
from him to Rugden. Without preamble or 
hesitation, as if dreading lest delay should 
shake resolve, she began : 

** I fell in with this little plot, the surprise, 
the picnic, because I wanted to talk to you." 

Rugden's amazement increased. Little 
indeed, he said to himself, had he understood 
his Eldred ! That it cost her an effort thus 
to speak out, changing color and swift, ner- 
vous utterances showed, equally evident the 
determination underlying her chastened au- 
dacity. She was bent upon an explanation, 
no matter how embarrassing to both. 

As Rugden looked and listened, a thought 
struck him. The maiden who has been made 
love to, who has listened to a man*s genuine 
outpourings, is no longer the maiden of yes- 
terday. Love — taken in the anticipatory 
sense — already matures, renders much clear 
hitherto surmise and matter of timid ques- 
tioning only. The fair English girl, heiress, 
so spoke report, of a wealthy valetudinarian, 
was little likely to lack admirers and wooers 
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in a cosmopolitan health-resort That brief 
spell of fashion and frivolity had indeed 
taught Rugden's naive protegee, perhaps 
more than she aspired to know of the other 
sex and the world. Eldred's brow was can- 
did, her voice ringingly frank, her glance an- 
gelic as before, but the change was neverthe- 
less immense. Either from her own heart or 
another, supreme teaching had come. She 
trembled now, not at the bidding of grief or 
joy, but of passion. No mere force of char- 
acter, hitherto uncalled forth, lent this out- 
spokenness and fervor. No mere strength 
of will helped her through such painful un- 
bosoming. 

** I also welcome the opportunity. I have 
something to say." 

Rugden's sentence was got out almost timid- 
ly. To-day, indeed, all the shrinking and beat- 
ing about the bush were on his side, his habit- 
ual self-assertion and mastery wholly at fault. 

** Something that concerns you — and my- 
self too — not a little, " he added, in a pensive 
voice. 
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Had Ange been taken into the doctor^s 
confidence? From him had Eldred and 
Lamenta gained an inkling of the truth ? It 
dawned upon him sadly that, however this 
might be, far other topics than his own 
health engrossed Eldred^s mind just then. 
And in the wake of the unwelcome thought 
followed another, still more depressing. 
** After all," he mused, **and fondly as we 
delude ourselves that they are wrought of 
cast iron, how flimsy, how cobwebby, the ties 
that knit human beings together ! The best 
loved of us is in reality alone." 

Hitherto unselfish in the least little thing, 
to-day Eldred appeared a veritable egoist. 

**You shall speak by and by. My turn 
must come first — a birthday privilege," she 
said, with an uneasy smile, and as he fancied, 
the glisten of a tear. 

She was silent for a minute, then began, 
as she spoke bending from time to time to 
pluck a flower. The action seemed a relief. 
She caressed the blossoms, raised them to 
her lips as if they were sympathetic things, 
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able to understand her loneliness and pas- 
sion. 

" You have been so good to me that I feel 
ashamed of speaking out. But I should 
never hold up my head again if I remained 
silent. Some would - be kindnesses undo, 
seem to undo, everything. There was a bond 
between us till we came here, till you tried to 
shift your burden " 

She looked back, and with a brusque 
movement induced him to do the same. Just 
below they saw the retreating figure of the 
young pastor. Gayly, jauntily, as if treading 
on air, the very impersonation of life, energy, 
and looking forward, he now sprang down 
the steep rocky path. 

Eldred watched him, but without a vestige 
of feminine admiration. The straight, tall, 
athletic form, the ease of movement, the 
skilled gymnastic, were lost upon her. She 
turned away with a look of positive resent- 
ment. 

** I saw from the first why we were per- 
petually thrown together. Lamenta" — he 
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noticed that for the first time she treated her 
old governess as an equal — **and yourself 
made up your minds long ago, I was to 
marry Ange Allard. Am I — is any girl — a 
doll, without heart or soul, even ordinary 
likes and dislikes ? " 

Rugden tried to put in a word. The 
indignant, agitated speaker went on : 

" I hope I have not been to blame. Dis- 
like him I could not. Perhaps " 

For a moment she seemed to waver, as if 
courage failed her. Then, with heightened 
color and still more hurried speech, she got 
out : 

"Why waste time over perhapses, or re- 
proach ? You intended to be kind, I know. 
Bur I am no longer a child. No one, not 
even you, can force my will any longer. I 
am free to do with my life as I choose. I 
intend to leave you, to return to England, 
and earn my own living." 

** My dear Eldred ! " broke in Rugden, mor- 
tified almost to the point of shedding tears. 

" Do you know what Lamenta once said 
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to me ? " she continued, apparently indifferent 
alike to his feelings and her own. ***Only 
a partition thin as thread paper divides love 
from hate/ A bitter saying, yet how true ! 
When I look back upon the last few months, 
I feel hardly grateful to you for a lifetime 
of kindnesses — as if my affection were 
changing. I will not use Lamenta's word, 
but say instead, to coldness, thanklessness — 
to what indeed ? " 

She did not realize that she was tearing 
his heart to pieces. All the exuberance 
of yesterday, all the triumph of that uprising, 
in one sense a second birth, was gone. With 
saddening face, yet without reproach — not 
even in such a mood could he accuse her o^ 
unkindness — he recalled their last confi- 
dence. The memory came back to him \ of 
their agitated interview on the day of Angce's 
accident, her upbraidings, vehement then as 
now, her penitence so swiftly following, the 
ardent, tear-wet kiss pressed upon his hand. 
But no contrition succeeded • her bitter 
speeches to-day. 
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As he watched her face, so new, so much 
more beautiful to him in her passion, a sud- 
den thought flashed upon his mind. Solution 
was surely at hand. That brilliant season 
at the fashionable spa was accountable for 
the change. In her letters Lamenta had 
hinted again and again at lovers and hangers- 
on, had even named certain admirers of her 
charge, polished, agreeable worldings, evi- 
dently ready for marriage if the wedding 
ring combined beauty and fortune. Was it 
not possible, nay, likely, that a young, inex- 
perienced girl should yield to such homage 
and find fascination in her newly acquired 
sense of power? Eldred had, then, as the 
phrase goes, fallen in love, with the rest ? 

**Let us have no sharp sayings of La- 
menta's or of others," he said, sorrowfully and 
tenderly, "but the plain truth. Has, then, 
our good Ange a rival ? If so, let him not 
be kept in suspense any longer. * One word 
from you and I will explain everything." 

She plucked at the gold and silver stars 
with Lamenta's petulance, throwing down 
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each despoiled flower-head as she went. Her 
silence but confirmed Rugden's suspicion. 

"The blame is mine," he added — **of 
Ange's disillusion, I mean. It is ever fool- 
hardy, irrational — I was going to say, crimi- 
nal — to decide for another ! Yet I thought 
that here I could hardly blunder. I knew no 
one to whom I could more confidently have 
intrusted your happiness. And remember " 
— his voice faltered as he got out the rest — 
"when I first came to yonder valley I felt 
bound to look forward and, to the best of 
my ability, provide for your future. You 
must have realized, or at least guessed, why 
the doctors sent me away. A man does not 
throw up his life's work for nothing." 

"Was that a reason for wishing me to 
leave you ? " she asked, in a low, heart-broken 
voice. 

He understood now that he had never 
really deceived her in anything. In silence, 
without a hint, she had divined his secrets ! 
That impetuous speech about going to Eng- 
land and earning her own living, what else 
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could it mean but that she had arrived at the 
truth ? He was no mere legally appointed 
guardian any longer, but her adopter, bene- 
factor, the immeasurably pitiful providence 
of dowerless, perhaps nameless, orphan ! 
Resolving not to touch upon that point, he 
kept strictly to her own. 

** Could it be otherwise ? " he replied, now 
as much moved as herself, the bitterness of 
misunderstanding surmounted. Clear as day 
must become their relations ; to-day, if ever, 
were they to learn each other's inmost 
thought. 

** Could a sick, I even regarded myself at 
times as a dying man, thus sacrifice your 
youth and happiness, at the onset of life 
bring you under the shadow of disease and 
death ? No ; for you, beauty and grace and 
winningness ; for me, Lamenta's sour-visaged 
solicitude, Lamenta's cross-grained yet vigi- 
lant care." 

That mention of her old governess 
affronted his listener. She drew herself up 
haughtily, even disdainfully, and was about 
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to make indignant retort ; but he allowed 
her no time. The vindictive glance, the 
harsh word, were checked. In a tone of 
deeper, still more searching insinuation, his 
eyes moistening as he met her own, he 
added : 

** A devotion should be yours that shames 
not the giver. I have never had but one 
thought, dear. I wanted you to be very 
happy." 

The inexpressibly pathetic voice and 
caressing word melted her against her will. 
Once again, passionately as before, his rough, 
sun-burnt hand was caught to her lips and 
covered with tears and kisses. 

** There is only one way," she said. ** Let 
me stay with you always." 



XXVIII 

THE SUPREME FORECAST 

What words to hear, to have to act upon 
without pause or interlude ! That revelation 
of a woman's passion, now made crystal clear 
by a thousand memories, shook Rugden as 
he had never been shaken by his own. But 
he was not the man to endure, or let others 
endure, a mortifying limb when the surgeon's 
knife was within reach. The keener the 
anguish, the swifter and sharper should be 
the remedy. With lightning-like instanta- 
neousness, little things came back to him, 
now full of meaning, signs, he said to him- 
self, any but the blind must have read as 
they ran. Why had Eldred ever affected 
such staidness in manner, speech, dress, striv- 
ing after outward prematurity, disguising her 
adorable youthf ulness ? Why had she so 
often resented Lamenta's jealous care of 
himself ? Her shrinking from Ange at the 
onset, her reluctant yielding to lYve ^nn's^j ^^ 
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his gentleness, strength, and beauty, her 
reiterated desire to leave the place, were 
facts now easy to understand. But there 
was no time to dwell on them or on his 
own case. Not for a single moment was 
his resolve shaken. Eldred, the Eldred he 
adored, the Eldred who loved him, was no 
more his in the supreme sense than she had 
been months before, when he had hovered, a 
ghastly figure, by the tomb. This guileless, 
heart-breaking confession, coupled with his 
respite — ^years of life, work, human inter- 
course, still in store — did not in the very 
least unsettle his fixity of purpose. Eldred's 
youth and innocence should not be immo- 
lated to a selfish love. But he would spare 
her the last unhappiness. The truth he must 
withhold, the cost of his sacrifice she must 
never know. Exercising the self-mastery 
attained in crises of physical torture — how 
much more bearable such seemed to him 
now than his present ordeal ! — he began : 

** Dear child, think of things as they are, 
not of what we would have them to be. 
Were 1 like otYvet mexv ^' 
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** Why will you ever find fault with your- 
self ? No one else makes such comparisons," 
she cried indignantly, as if resenting a per- 
sonal affront. 

Even that sweetest flattery failed to shake 
his determination. Not seeming to hear her 
words, he went on : 

"Had Nature handled me more kindly, I 
also might have ventured to build castles in 
the air. I might have looked forward to a 
fireside, a home, to " 

The word ** love " was on his lips. He 
checked himself, and added instead : 

" To keeping you with me always. But 
it cannot, must not be. As years roll on, 
all will become clear to you ; you will under- 
stand much that is dark and cruel to you to- 
day. When no longer a girl, my Eldred, 
but as I fondly hope, mistress of a house — 
let me say it — ^wife, mother, you will bless 
me for my unaccountable conduct, my 
apparent hardness — hardness to myself as to 
you. The sharp pain of separation will have 
been quite forgotten." 

" l^iever, never ! " was the pass\OYv?Ll^ -acw^NN^^, 
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** You think so at the present time, dear, 
but it is not otherwise. Fortunately for us 
all, everything in the shape of suffering is 
gradually forgotten ; and let me tell you sol- 
emnly, my words you may ever bear in mind, 
dared I now to accept such a sacrifice " 

His own voice faltered, for a moment he 
felt on the verge of giving way. Summon- 
ing all his powers of self-possession, stem- 
ming the tide of sorrow and passion with 
tremendous effort, he went on : 

** Could I link your sweet life to mine with 
the closest tie — believe me, here I am the 
wiser — a time must come when you would 
cease to love, even to respect me. For, 
dearest child," he continued — had he been 
on his dying bed he could not have spoken 
more impressively, with more impersonal 
solemnity — ** human life is a succession, a J 
long-linked chain ; we are all tied to each 
other, responsible for each other, in subtle, 
inescapable ways. You are young, inex- 
perienced, an artless girl. I dare not speak 
openly to you, as 1 might to Lamenta." 

Why that name so oitexv ow \i\^\v$.%"i Ker 
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face said. The repeated mention of her old 
governess brought a hard expression into 
Eldred's candid face. She let him go on, 
too outraged, too passively despairing, too 
crushed, to interrupt him further. 

** One thing you can understand, we must 
not love when our love might prove the 
doom of others." 

He dashed away a tear, and added, with 
proud passion, 

'* I have never for a single moment rebelled 
against my own lot — never dreamed of 
anathematizing the hour when I first saw 
the light, entering the world a dwarf, a 
cripple, a torso " 

Vain the imploring, piteous glance now 
forced upon him, vain the deprecatory gest- 
ure of her trembling hand, he would be 
heard. 

** My will, my mental powers, Heaven be 
praised, preserved me from such cowardice, 
blasphemy, if you will. At a disadvantage 
as I was, I yet made my mark with the best. 
But supposing that such force of character 
and gifts had been denied rcve, 1^ycv^^\*2vx^^\>^.> 

'9 
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talents, matching this poor frame, should I 
not have regarded myself in the light of a 
victim, with reason cursed the day on which 
I was born ? " 

She could say nothing. In her desolation 
the nobility and high - mindedness ringing 
through every word failed to touch her; 
for the moment she only realized her own 
sorrow and the interminable vista of solitude 
in prospect. And another thought intensi- 
fied the bitter moment, weighing her down 
with a sense of profound humiliation. Rug- 
den had never loved her. She had hazarded 
womanly pride, in return gaining only a 
monition. While he was desperately com- 
bating the impulse to speak out, fiercely 
checking the confidences that would have 
changed her heart-sinking to exuberance, she 
was rebelling against his apparent indiffer- 
ence. She could understand the sacrifice he 
dwelt on in its vague sense, not its cost as 
regarded herself. So well did he contrive to 
vail the feeling — if once expressed, sure to 
prove undoing to both — that even his unut- 
terable tenderness atvd s^\l-coxa^'s.^i\Q.w mis- 
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led. She saw herself, as ever, the object of 
fathomless pity and kindness for which there 
was no name. In her revolt, only one 
thought was uppermost Her cheeks glowed, 
her eyes flashed now, but with indignity and 
shame. She had forfeited his esteem. 

" Why talk of these things ? " she began, 
vehemently. ** You are yourself, who would 
not be you ? " 

" Eldred, no praise, for Heaven's sake ! " 
** I am only speaking the truth," she went 
on, now as determined as himself to speak 
out. ** Blame me, despise me, if you will, 
could I help comparing you to others ? — to 
him ? " she said, waving her hand in the di- 
rection of the pastor. '* And affection can- 
not be forced ; the very fact of your wishes 
regarding Ange AUard made me shrink from 
him. Do not try to stop me, I must be 
heard. I know it well enough — some things 
the least discerning find out for themselves 
— ^there was no fortune to come from my 
parents ; little as you disclosed, I could 
guess the rest. Your ward, as you called 
her, was a mere waif, owing Viie^di, '^€SSu^'^> 
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perhaps even name, to your compassion ! 
What a debt of gratitude I owed you — ^till 
half an hour ago ! " 

She restrained her tears, and, implacable 
as himself, got out, with haughty self-abase- 
ment : ** I ought to take comfort in the 
thought that henceforth I owe you nothing. 
I have given you all I had — a heart to break." 

Rugden turned away. In that moment of 
desperation — conflict it was not — he would 
have given worlds for the sight of chance 
intervener. But they were alone, out of 
others' hearing and reach. The bitter cup 
must be drained. Drops rose to his fore- 
head as in hours of bodily anguish, his eyes 
were dim with tears, his voice faltered ; but 
he would not give way. He knew — in such 
moments none can deceive themselves-7-that 
a word of his passion, a hint at the love 
which more than matched her own, and all 
was lost. Eldred would become his ; the 
remainder of his life would be a betrayal of 
sacred trust, an apostasy from principles 
which were to him a religion. 

What made \\\s posKuoxv mo\^ ^"^wv^aS^ ^t^oJsk 
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was the necessity, indeed the obligation, of 
appearing cold. He durst not so much as 
use an endearing word, or seek her eyes with 
looks of searching tenderness and pity. For 
the present, for years to come, she must be- 
lieve that his love had been compassion only. 

** No," he said, his face still turned from 
her own, his glance fixed on the sunbright, 
heart-lifting panorama, ** you have yet some- 
thing to give me, Eldred — something I will 
ask for later on, perhaps many a year hence 
— trust, confidence, implicit faith." 

** I cannot look forward ; all is sombre, 
lonely, hopeless," she murmured between 
her sobs. 

Crushed as he was, one thought upheld 
him ; he was the stronger, his place it was 
to hearten, uphold the weeping! despondent 
girl. Tears shut out the superb scene that 
had cheered and strengthened him just be- 
fore, his voice no longer sounded firm and 
clear ; but the same high note of unswerving 
resolve and dauntless courage reached her as 
he spoke. He could not lift her to his own 
height, but he could stimuWe \.o ^xv^x'^ccv^^. 
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** For," he added, his voice gaining poise 
and intensity as he went on, ** it is not in 
little things, but in great, that we must take 
our measure of others. A time will come 
when, recalling that speech, you will say it 
was I who saved your heart from breaking. 
I shall become dear to you in a better, 
deeper way." 

** Oh, do not let us talk any more ! Of 
what use ? " she cried, checking her sobs. 
There is only one thing," she got out the 
words with almost inarticulate haste, and al- 
most an infantine wail of entreaty, **we 
shall leave the valley soon — ^you, Lamenta, 
and I." 

Even the sight of her helplessness and 
that moving appeal did not subdue Rugden. 
Heart-broken, bruised in spirit as herself, 
he yet put on a semblance of strength. 

He must tell her what had happened since 
yesterday. Lost to his Eldred, he still be- 
longed to life, to the world, to others. The 
crowning sacrifice lay here. A future was 
his ; perhaps years of intellectual labors, 
hn\\\2iViX!iy successi\i\, W\dL^Vj x^^o^^zed^ 
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might be his, but in solitude. Eldred must 
remain aloof from his triumphs. 

** Listen," he said, trying to smile, putting 
on a make-believe look of exhilaration ; the 
magnanimous deceit must be consummated 
at any cost. **A celebrated Paris doctor 
was here yesterday. You know nothing? 
He declares, then, that I am — not healed, of 
course, that were a miracle — but patched up, 
mended, maybe for years to come. There 
is news to cheer us both ! " 

How could Eldred help falling into the 
trap, believing in his feigned joyfulness ? 
Feigned it was just then. Mere existence, 
even the fulfilment of his life's purpose, 
seemed poor satisfaction. Eldred's love he 
must not claim! And all the while, she 
could but cruelly misunderstand him. If 
Rugden had seemed far off just before, he 
seemed wholly separated from her now. In 
his supreme renunciation she only saw the 
wish to be rid of a burden. Rugden himself 
again, the tremendous intellectual worker of 
old, needed no one. He willed to be alone. 

**Do not try to say what you i^^Vwo^N A 
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understand," he murmured very kindly. 
"And, of course, your wishes are not to be 
forced. Ange must take his answer, your 
Yes or No, like any other. I only want to 
see you happy." 

There seemed bitterest irony in the words. 
Happy, happy ! The merest stranger could 
as well read her thoughts as this man, who 
had been her Providence, her angelically 
kind protector, the adored guardian of child- 
ish years. She turned away from him, 
unable, in spite of passionate desire, to put 
away self — the self he crushed so mercilessly, 
and as it seemed, with set purpose. All that 
she could get out was a broken, almost in- 
audible word or two of congratulation. And 
then, those poor little sentences finished, 
still with face averted, there came a wail of 
grief. 

** Forgive me !" she cried. ** I will rejoice 
to-morrow. Take me to Lamenta now." 

Then she held out her hand, tottering, 
dizzy, half blind, but with sorrow, not weak- 
ness, or the effect of altitude. Between 
them and the hut \ay wo \i\\i%Qj;i^ ^^^-^x^ 
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ment or perpendicular descent, only undulat- 
ing swards. Holding her hand with cold 
but iron grip, he led her away. They hardly 
interchanged a syllable as they went. He 
spoke of the fair landscape, a dozen land- 
scapes in one, and drew her attention to the 
purple and golden glow mantling the moun- 
tain-sides, the rosy light spread about their 
vesture skirts. She hardly heard. What 
was the beauty of the earth to her? Forti- 
tude he might impart, not comfort. Thrice- 
blessed commonplaces, that help to heal the 
deepest wounds one human being can inflict 
on another ! Lamenta's shrill commands 
that soon reached them from below acted as 
a gentle restorative. Eldred grew calmer, 
Rugden's face gradually assumed its usual 
expression ; by the time they reached the hut 
both had recovered self-control. Not even 
Lamenta's sharp eyes detected the tragedy 
that had taken place since the merry green- 
wood feast. Still further was Ange from 
guessing that these two had just walked 
through the fire. 



XXIX 



TWO MANLY HEARTS 



Ange escorted Lamenta and Eldred to the 
parsonage, returning next day for Rugden. 
The time had come for packing up. There 
was still a good deal of premonitory disturb- 
ance in the air, but as yet no storm or defi- 
nite change of weather. Summer and win- 
ter played hide-and-seek among the serried 
peaks and closely folded valleys. Now a 
swirling wind brought fugitive snowflakes, 
that disported themselves like so many but- 
terflies amid the pine boughs ; now a breeze 
soft as from the south, wafted scents of 
woodland flowers. But the piled-up clouds 
barring the blue sky, although showing a 
lustrous rim, were heavy with rain or snow ; 
no sooner was the sun hidden than a nipping 
frostiness made itself felt. They must not 
lose a moment, Ange said, if they would 
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reach the village without being drenched to 
the skin — or worse still, benighted. Already 
a general muster of flocks and herds had 
begun, and their host was on his way home. 

The packing of a knapsack does not take 
long, and in good time the pair were off, 
Rugden mounted on the sagacious Bufo, 
Ange stepping out lustily alongside. 

** You see Bufo's more than alacrity," the 
young pastor said. " Strange yet true ! some 
animals know much more about the visible 
world than men like Newton and Pascal. 
This four-footed comrade has saved my life 
more than once simply from prescience. 
Let a storm be brewing and nothing will in- 
duce him to start on a journey. About this 
time last year " 

What had come over his companion ? 
wondered Rugden. When the first narration 
was finished, a second, no less appropriate, 
suggested itself, then a third. For the first 
time Ange shone in the r6le of a story-teller. 
He seemed bent upon keeping the talk to 
himself. Again and again Rugden tried to 
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change the conversation, but in vain. Wax- 
ing more and more descriptive, the other had 
it all his own way till they were about to 
drop upon the valley, no other words convey 
an adequate idea of the abrupt descent be- 
fore them. At last, losing patience, the elder 
man unceremoniously plunged into the very 
heart of things. Laying a friendly hand on 
the other's shoulder, forcing him to meet his 
gaze, he said : 

'' Come, let us have no more playing at 
cross purposes. The moments are precious. 
We quit your beautiful valley before the 
week is out ; and where it seemed impossible 
that anything should happen, everything has 
happened — everything most strange, most 
unexpected. Your friend the doctor has 
surely told you ? I came hither a dying 
man — I go away, not healed certainly, but 
patched up, set on my legs again — ^good, 
perhaps, for another ten years ! " 

'' I know, and thank Heaven for the 
blessed tidings," Ange said, grasping his 
friend's hand, yet with averted face. " If I 
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have been slow to congratulate, accuse me of 
anything but indifference." 

" I understand. Just now it is only natural 
that you should think most of yourself. Do 
not suppose for a moment that my conva- 
lescence — ^in so far as I am concerned — means 
a blow to your hopes. If indeed, if at any 
time, you can induce Eldred to listen to you, 
she is dowered as a younger sister." 

** Let us never talk of it again. I have 
had my dream. Not yours the blame, if 
cruel the awakening ! Eldred, a new brill- 
iant career, life in the world — I will hence- 
forth forget all these, and be content with 
existence as it was before you came." 

The pastor's voice grew unsteady, and his 
face took a sudden look of care and age as 
he added : 

** Oh, that it were a dream indeed ! that I 
could wake up to-morrow and as a dream let 
it go ! I was happy here ; I did not despise 
my lot, the good folks of the valley loved 
me, I was welcome at any fireside, I should 
marry some fellow-pastor s daughter. So, at 
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least, I said to myself a year ago. But now 
I much fear if I can any longer do my duty 
as a minister of religion. My mind is un- 
settled, faith in myself shaken, Eldred's im- 
age shuts out every other. I cannot unlove 
her." 

'' Listen," Rugden said, again assuming 
his brotherly, perhaps fatherly, tone. " You 
are both young. Follow the inner voice 
whithersoever it summons. If, indeed, you 
hesitate as to your fitness for the ministry, 
return to your native place and co-operate in 
the great work going on there. Capital you 
may count on ; I will be your co-partner in 
the undertaking " 

Ange tried to stammer out his thanks, but 
Rugden stayed not to hear. 

"And meantime wait, wait and hope." 

His voice took a cheerful, encouraging 
tone, every syllable helping to revive the 
other's cast-down spirits, as he added : 

**I will tell you what I have decided 
upon. I have mapped out everything — my 
own future, hers, yours — since we parted 
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company barely twenty-four hours ago. It 
is much better, much more advantageous 
both for Eldred and yourself, that you sep- 
arate for a time." 

"Her heart is another's — I feel it, I know 
it ! Let me try to forget her," Ange cried, 
with passion. " She was kind, not too 
rudely dashing my hopes, but it was the 
kindness of the pitiful, the heart-broken. 
Eldred too loves, and like myself, in vain. 
Might I, dare I, venture to name " 

Rugden knew what was coming. Turning 
about suddenly, making Ange meet his look, 
the two men read each other s inmost thought. 

"You guessed aright. But I have only 
one word to say — the beginning, the mid- 
dle, the end of my argument. Is beauty 
such as hers a flower to be plucked merely 
to gratify a man's selfish passion ? Should 
I deserve the name of man did I wed this 
sweet girl, perhaps to make her the mother 
of beings misshapen and ailing as myself? 
To her I dared not speak thus frankly, to 
you I may do so. Years later " 
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Here his voice was weighted with tears. 

** You must also learn to look forward. 
Years later, when, as I fondly hope, my 
dream may come true, Eldred shall learn 
this from your own lips — her husband's lips ! 
She is too young, too inexperienced, too in- 
nocent as yet, to understand the nature of 
my sacrifice. The sight of her first-born 
will make all things clear." 

** How poor, how contemptible I feel be- 
side you ! " Ange murmured. ** This mean 
self of mine ! Eldred, in loving you, has 
shown herself worthy of one nobler far. 
Let me be generous in turn and say to you 
— be happy, make her happy ; leave the rest 
to Heaven." 

** There spoke the theologian, not the ra- 
tionalist, the man," Rugden retorted, almost 
scornfully. "No, my friend. Let Eldred 
weep bitter tears, let my own life in certain 
respects be solitary as that of a leper, an 
outcast, but no guileless souls suffer through 
us two, no voices of those as yet unborn 
accuse us of a selfishness past forgiveness. 
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And " — here he took refuge in his old cyni- 
cism — ** I should have thought you knew 
me pretty well by this time. Am I one, 
think you, to throw up the game of exist- 
ence, allow myself to sink into fatuity, just 
because I cannot with my whimpering bring 
down the moon — in other words, have things 
all my own way, aches and twinges got rid 
of, insensate cravings satisfied ? No, no, 
life is life, although it takes the form of 
physic rather than balm ; we are ourselves, 
bound to be doubly so when fortune plays 
us fal^e, and we are perforce become our 
own destinies, good geniuses, phrase it as 
you will — I mean the expression of our own 
lives. But enough on that head, not a com- 
ment more, I beg ; and there is so little 
time, I want to explain everything before 
we reach the parsonage. This, then, is my 
plan, the said plan embracing many others. 
You go your own ways, say, for twelve 
months, meanwhile Eldred travels, some old 
friends of mine will let her visit with them, 

Spain, Italy, Greece, the East ; in a yeat^ 
20 
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we will all meet somewhere on French soil 
and each give an account of ourselves." 

Ange listened in silence. 

" Remember how young she is, how un- 
versed in the world," Rugden added, bent 
on encouraging his listener. ** Quite pos- 
sibly, the result of wider experience on a 
character so frank and sincere may be in 
your favor. Eldred may realize the secur- 
ity and peace to be found in such an affec- 
tion as your own. And a word in your ear." 

He laid his arm playfully about the young 
man's shoulder. 

" No offence ! But to our sex also, cos- 
mopolitan intercourse often lends fictitious 
charm. Mix with the world, see something 
of great cities, enlarge your relationships— 
always maintaining the same high standard 
of thought and conduct — and take my word 
for it, Eldred will like you none the worse." 

Ange listened, in spite of himself becom- 
ing more and more cheerful. He was being 
lured on to hope against his will. That 
bright, almost blinding perspective again 
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seemed his ; he should finally emerge from 
his obscure position, return to his own peo- 
ple with a beautiful English bride, in his 
native place take rank among the best. 

On a sudden he was overcome with con- 
trition. Rugden's future? He had never 
thought of that. 

**And yourself? " he asked. 

Rugden laughed grimly. 

** Do not for a moment suppose that I 
have left so important a factor out of the 
reckoning," was the jesting answer. **The 
wisest as well as the foolish of us, we are all 
so many selfhoods. Jack Horners loving to 
eat our Christmas pie alone. Mine shall have 
many a chokingly big plum, I warrant you." 

** You return to England, I suppose?" 
asked Ange, timidly. Not even now did he 
feel at home with his visitor in these satur- 
nine moods. 

** As soon as Eldred is fairly on her travels. 
My friend Dr. Trevor — ^whom you saw here 
in the spring — with his wife and daughters, 
are to meet us at Pau in a week or two, then 
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it will be time for me to answer your ques- 
tion. At any rate, you have my plans as 
generally outlined, details, of course, to be 
added hereafter." 

The rest of the way was made in silence. 
Nothing could be more tranquillizing or love- 
ly than the scene, but while Ange's spirits 
rose, his companion grew moody and even 
depressed. For the first time Rugden re- 
turned unwillingly to his beloved valley. 
He would fain have turned his back upon it 
and fled, no matter whither, so long as he 
could escape the sight of Eldred's sad face. 

The golden and purple shadows deepened, 
the environing hills and towering crests 
seemed to close faster and yet faster about 
him. What had hitherto been a place of 
enchantment, fairy garden cut off from the 
world, was now a prison. Oh ! — he longed 
passionately, as Eldred had uttered the same 
wish months before — oh, for a sight of the 
sea, any other horizon, any other heaven, 
but these mute witnesses of supremest joy 
and pain ! 



XXX 



CONCLUSION 



Ten days later, Lamenta sat alone in the 
parsonage, putting final stitches to a brand 
new gown — a very fine gown, and evidently 
the handiwork of French dress-makers. But, 
although perfection in its way, slight alter- 
ations and supplementary touches were 
needed here and there. 

Lamenta was ever a graceless needle- 
woman ; to-day she bit off her thread more 
viciously than usual, hacked with pocket- 
knife at hooks and buttons, ripped up seams, 
sent reels flying, as if all these were sentient 
objects that had incurred her displeasure. 

The dress, too, richer by far than any she 
had ever worn, received no better treatment. 
On the floor trailed sumptuous silken skirt, 
in perilous proximity to blazing logs hung 
bodice fashioned as only French milliners 
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can fashion. A stranger might here have 
fancied some abigail set to work on her 
mistress's wedding gown, that same mistress 
the capturer of her own betrothed ! But 
when was a bride kirtled in green, even 
of the indescribably delicate tint of this 
Lyons fabric ? Lamenta's silk matched 
the sea in its sunny mood, the olive-tree 
when swaying to the breeze, the evening sky 
where orange and purple meet, but it was 
green nevertheless. Certainly the hue 
became the destined wearer well, toning 
down her ruddy complexion, softening the 
contrast of cheek, lips, hair, and eyebrows, 
making a picture of what before had been 
strikingly unpicturesque. In the midst of 
her task there came a familiar tap at the door. 
Quick as lightning, without the slightest re- 
gard to dainty color and texture, train and 
corsage were thrown into an adjoining cup- 
board, a heap of white lace bundled into a 
drawer ; straight and stiff, pretending to read 
a newspaper, she bade the intruder welcome. 
Rugden came in and unceremoniously took 
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the easy chair by the fire. His face was 
very worn, so worn and white that Lamenta 
began an anxious query, then broke off, check- 
ing herself with evident after-thought. He 
noticed neither the exclamation nor pause. 

Preoccupied, absorbed, cast down as he 
seemed, he yet turned to her with a look of 
relief. There was the daily give and take of 
common things to bring them together, the 
intercourse having its origin in elementary 
needs, unsentimental likes and dislikes, mere 
human sympathies. 

"I have just seen the mayor," he began. 
" Five hundred francs as a parting gift to 
the poor, he says, is a deed of supereroga- 
tion. There are at this moment no destitute 
persons in his commune, no one needing 
help ; but the sum will be accepted and with- 
held for future emergencies." 

**And the organ?" asked Lamenta. 

Her tone was as indifferent as his own, 
but while she spoke the color in her cheeks 
went and came; had he listened, he could 
have heard the beating of her heart. 
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** I am sorry we shall not be here to see it 
put up. You would perhaps have liked to 
inaugurate the gift?" he said, kindly. 

**Oh, what matters?" was the tart reply. 
**The congregation won't be the losers, poor 
souls ! Good playing or ill, banjo or organ, 
'tis all one to them." 

Rugden laughed. 

**They are not musical, certainly, these 
dear people. Well, we shall come here again 
ere long, and who knows? If my health 
breaks down in England, perhaps the best 
thing to do will be to live entirely in this 
part of the world. Would you mind that ? " 

Lamenta tossed her head. 

** Mind this, that, or t'other ? Thank 
Heaven, I am no fool, Mr. Rugden. I do 
not expect the sun to stand still for me." 

Again Rugden laughed. Lamenta's wasp- 
ish speeches amused him, and could make 
him smile in spite of his deep-seated de- 
pression. There was the saving grace of 
impersonality about this little woman ; she 
seemed to revel in an enviable immunity 
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from feeling and sentiment. Herein, for 
him, lay her soothingness and consisted her 
power of healing. With himself, she was 
absolutely alone in the world ; with himself, 
the buffet of fortune, she could sturdily con- 
front the truth, demand no more than destiny 
had to give. A vestige of feminine yearning, 
the slightest approach to tenderness, the least 
little endearment, and her wand — she knew 
it so well ! — were shivered, her spell broken ! 

From the onset she had realized the 
terrible, to any other woman, appalling task 
before her. She must never for a single 
moment forget the obligation she was under, 
never once let Rugden suspect the passion 
unquenchable, but hidden from sight. Her 
martyrdom would only end with her life, not 
perhaps shortening it, only causing daily tort- 
ure. Why, then, had she consented to 
such a bond ? She hardly knew, she hardly 
cared to acknowledge. 

The interview that had brought this about 
was vivid in her mind, a brand on the flesh 
not clearer or more indelible. As she re- 
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called every detail, she grew sick with the 
sickness of remembered pain. 

A few days before, Rugden had said to 
her in the most matter-of-fact way, just as 
unceremoniously as he might have asked her 
to sew on a button : 

** Lamenta, please put down your knitting 
and listen a moment. I want you to do 
something to oblige me." 

** Bless my soul, how polite we are on a 
sudden ! Is the world coming to an end ? " was 
the reply. She expected to be despatched 
to the nearest town on financial business, 
or perhaps a lapful of papers to put in order. 

Without a change of face or voice, he 
fumbled in one waistcoat pocket, then an- 
other, finally turned the contents of all on the 
table. Out of the chaotic heap, fusee boxes, 
memorandum books, half-consumed cigar- 
ettes, lumps of medicated sugar, newspaper 
slips, penknives, buttons, string, to say noth- 
ing of half a dozen pocket-handkerchiefs and 
a skull-cap, bowled a gold ring — the very same 
that for two days had made her Mrs. Rugden! 
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The tiny circlet was off the table out of 
sight in a twinkling, Lamenta, coloring to 
the ears, feigning not to see. 

**What is it you are looking for?" she 
asked, moving toward the table, digging 
into his heap after the manner of a Parisian 
ragpicker. 

**That plaguey ring. Would you mind 
picking it up for me ? Ah, thank you ; what 
a blessing it is to have a backbone in order ! " 

Then, still quite matter-of-fact and un- 
moved, he added : 

**Now, Lamenta, will you wear that ring 
again, and in right good earnest, for once and 
for all ? Take my name, accept an honorable 
position, in return for kindnesses to her?" 

His voice faltered as he spoke of Eldred ; 
for an instant his expression changed, but for 
an instant only. He continued : 

** Eldred will stay with the Trevors for the 
present, most likely till she marries ; for, of 
course, she will marry, and marry Ange. I 
cannot turn you out into the world " 

** Humph ! " came the nipping reply, 
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"thank Heaven I have my wits, the use of 
my eyes and limbs. I hope you don't con- 
sider me incapable of earning my bread ? " 

** Nonsense," Rugden said, good-natured- 
ly ; **you know no such thought is in my 
mind. But you are necessary to me," the 
words stabbed his listener as with a knife. 
**We understand each other. I rely on you 
entirely. Give my house, then, a mistress, 
and in return I offer my name — no unhon- 
ored one — an assured fortune, the pleasant- 
ness and ease of comfortable circumstance." 

He paused, and coldly, icily, the final words 
fell on her heart. 

** Excuse plain speaking. I should never 
forgive myself if I deceived you in this mat- 
ter by a hairbreadth. I have no love to offer 
any woman, but I am determined to marry, 
to persuade some lady of my own age — ^your- 
self, I hope— to enter into ^such a compact 
as I describe." 

Lamenta heard in silence. The plain gold 
ring he held between finger and thumb was 
as the weapon with which Japanese criminals 
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are bidden to commit self-murder. There 
was no shunning the horrible dilemma. The 
ring must strangle happiness, anyhow. Worn 
by herself, a perpetual humiliation, reminder 
of ironic fate, of sham wedlock, and a make- 
believe fireside. Worn by another ! 

That thought decided her. In a matter- 
of-fact voice she promised to do as he 
wished. Preliminary details were straight- 
way settled, there seemed no word more to 
say on the matter. Little, indeed, had been 
said till to-day, that little of essentially pro- 
saic nature. 

Rugden at once arranged everything, the 
date of the civil contract, the after-ceremony 
in the Protestant church, the banquet to 
homely neighbors. He also insisted on choos- 
ing her wedding-gown — why a green gown, 
unless rightfully interpreting her prompt de- 
cision ? She married him, if for no better 
reason, in order to prevent him from marry- 
ing anyone else. Perhaps he had under- 
stood. 

" By the way," he said, as he now sat op- 
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posite to her, **let us have a look at the 
dress you are to wear to-morrow. I hope 
you think me a good judge of Lyons silks?" 

Determined not to give way, and to re- 
main mistress of herself in the least little 
thing, Lamenta flounced toward the cup- 
board, and threw the beautiful sea-green 
skirt on his knees. There it lay, shimmering 
in the sunshine, many-hued, iridescent as 
mother-of-pearl, opal, dove's neck. 

" Fifteen francs a yard is a long price, but, 
on my word, not a centime too much. There 
is no denying the truth, a silk dress should 
always come from Lyons." 

" It will delight the village folks," ex- 
claimed Lamenta. She spoke as if the 
gown had no more to do with herself than 
with old Bendette below. 

Rugden, ever exact in his scrutiny, ever 
fastidious in his standards, continued to in- 
spect the exquisite fabric, now holding a fold 
to the light, now close under his eye-glass. 
So long did his examination last, that La- 
menta's patience became exhausted. With- 
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out a word, she lifted the glittering heap 
from his knee and bundled it into the adjoin- 
ing closet. 

" What are you about there ? " he asked, 
after a minute or two ; she seemed to have 
forgotten his presence. 

** Did you particularly want me any longer 
just now ? " came a muffled voice from with- 
in, of someone holding things in her mouth. 
** I must do a little packing here before 
dusk." 

** Go on with your packing, by all means. 
There was only one thing more I had to say. 
Ten o'clock precisely to-morrow at the Town 
Hall, remember." 

A short, pettish reply reached him as he 
stood in the doorway. 

** Should I keep a French mayor waiting, 
think you? Don't be uneasy about my 
watch, but wind up your own." 

Rugden moved away, and soon after La- 
menta's key was turned in the lock. Her 
suppressed sobs could now reach no ear. 
Tears, for a while, made her almost happy. 
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To Rugden also a spell of solitude was 
welcome. He shut himself in his room, 
thankful that none could attest his hour of 
weakness. But he was weeping for another's 
desolation, not his own. Thoughts of El- 
dred made him forget all that rremained — 
years of activity, of looking forward, of men- 
tal fruition. 

When he had wept his fill, the old satur- 
nine mood came to his relief. He now 
chuckled over a cruel jest, to-day become 
soberest reality. 

**Were I bound for the pillory or the 
stake," he had once said to his future wife, 
** I should desire no more engaging compan- 
ion than yourself. With a halter round 
your neck, barefooted, taper in hand, you 
would be adorable." 

** Eldred, Eldred," he murmured, " I have 
saved you as best I could. There was no 
other way." 

THE END. 
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